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NichoLAs HARDINCE, Eſq; 


Sn 
Of the Honourable 


Hovust of Commons, 
And RzcorDs of the 


Antient Corporation 
| O F 
KINGSTON upon THA Mes, 
IN THE vv 
CounTy of Su RRZ x, 
THESE 


MiscELLANEOUS AMUSEMENTS 
ARE, 

With all due Deference, humbly inſcribed, * 
By 


His moſt devoted, and 
Moſt Obedient Servant, 


D. BELLAMY, Jun. 


Shall not, with an Air of affected 
Modeſty, like too many of our 
young Authors, plead either Want 
— Time, Aſiſkance, or ſufficient 
Abilities to accompliſh the Work I have bere 
undertaken ; ſince all Excuſes of that Nature 
are, in my Opinion, very triſting; and, in ſhorty 
a direct Argument againſt any Attempt what= 
ever: But ſince ſome Objections have been 
rais'd againſt the two Dramatic Pieces in par- 
ticular herein inſerted ; and others, in all pro- 
— may be — that 1 am not aware 


of 3 


— — — Aw 


„ Jo the. READER: - 
#4; Think e under an a Cab 


tion to give my Readers a ſuccinft Account of 


| Both ; and I pleaſe myſeif with the Hopes, that, 


upon an impartial Peruſal, they will prove 10 
diſagreeable Amuſements in the Cloſet; notwith- 


ſtanding, to confeſs ingenuouſly the Truth, my 


Intereſt prov'd too wear to introduce them on 
tbe Stage. 2 Hr Or 


„ 


The principal Characters of onr Pzzjur'd 
Dvorzz are copied, as, any One who is 


ide leaſt converſant | with / [the Claſſicks will 


diſcern at firſt View, pretty cloſely from the 
AnDprIa of TERENCE ; and that the main 
Plot bears ſome diſtant Analogy to that juſtly 
admit d Performance of the late Sir Richard 


Steele, intitled, The Consciovs Loves: 


All the Apology that I think needful to mate, 
with reſpe& to that Incident, is to afſure my 
Friends, that the Former was wrote by my Fa- 
ther, and carefully reviſed and alter d by a 
very judicious Friend of his, ſome Years before 
the Latter appear d upon the Stage. As to 
the Under. Characters, I readily acknowledge 
that they are all extracted from the late Mr. 
Cowley 3 and 1 flatter myſelf, that theſe La- 
dies in particular, whe have @ Taſte for his 
Writ- 


To the REA DE R. 
Writings, but are not able to read bis Naufra- 
gium Joculare in the Original, will eafily ex- 
cuſe the Attempt, and be plead with the 
Innocence of it, tho was wrote in bts vou. 
ber Tears. 


A 10 the Fa arce, "is with Pleaſure that I 
1 this Opportunity of making my publick 
Acknowledgements to Mr, Milward for his 
friendly and ſanguine Recommendation of it to 
Ar. Fleetwood; and even 10 Him likewiſe, 
for the rourteaus Reception that I met with, 
and bis favaurable Opinion of it, 3 
ing, far Reaſons beſt known to himſelf, be 
thought proper to decline the Ofer. | 


J take this Opportunity likewiſe, to thank 
all my Friends in general, who have lent me 
the leaſt aſſiſting Hand towards ihe Completion 
of This, as well as the two other Volumes, 
which are ready for the Preſs, and ſball be 
publiſ d with all convenient Speed: And I 
hereby promiſe, for tbe ſecret Satisfaction of 
ſome particular Gentlemen and Ladies, whons 


O99. — CC — — — — 
—. K ² Q . EG 
* 
» _—_— 9 by — l by 
l "Yi — 
16 0 


Told READER. 

IJ. fhall always think it my Duty as well as Iu- 
tereſt to oblige, to point out. (by ſome Aſteriſm, 
or other Mark of Diſtinction in the general Ta- 


ble of Contents in the laſt Volume) thoſe Eſſays 

 ohich are of my own Compoſition, . and ſhall 
freely ſubmit myſelf, with all my Imperfec- | 
tions on my Head (as Sbakeſſ peare expreſſes 
=) to Wei _ and N 


A. ne Miſcellaneous Traci are peculiarly 
ealculated for the Amuſement of the Fair Sex, I 
bm-t queſtion but they will readily excuſe the In- 
ſertion of the Latin zo the Mouſe-Trap ; ben 
T aſſure them, *1was complied with at the par- 

_ ticular Requeſt of ſome Brother-Collegians, 2 
Had often wiſtd for a correct Edition of that 
beautiful, Jby ludicrous Per formance. Sy 


| The T bib not how to expreſs my Grati- 
tude, as I ought, to my numerous Subſcribers, 
for their generous Encouragement of this my 
firſt Undertaking ; yet ] hope they will readily 
excuſe my deferring the Publication of the Al- 
e Lift, as I propoſed, till the whole. 
Wark 


To. the READER. 


Wark  foall be completed; fince I have Rugs: 
particular Friends in both Univerſities, 


whom I have not bad as yet an Qpportenity | 
of making my perſonal Applications, and in- 


whoſe Favour and Benevolence I flatter myſelf - 


that I may. rely, without the leaf de on 
5 a . | 


To o conclude: This fr Spode of: my Bn: 


deavours is freely ſubmitted to the Cenſure or 
Approbation of the Publick ; and all 1 think 


proper to urge further in its Favour, is this, 


that 1 am not conſcious to myſelf of any ſingle 
Poem, or Paſſage, throughout the Whole, that 


tan give any juſt Occaſion f Offence, or raiſe 
a Bluſh in the moſ} middeſt» even of the Fair 


Sex. V. in the amorous Character of old An- 


tonio in th Farce, there may be an Expreſſi- 
on or two introduc d, that may appear to ſome 
rigid Perſons 7 little too warm or luſcious, let 
— conſider, tha. they were complied with 
upon no other Account, thay to aggravate his 


Filly, and render him the juſter Object of Con- 


tempt and Ridicule. In the Proſecution of the 
two ſubſequent Volumes, the ſame due Regard ts 
Virtue and good Manners ſhall be inviolably 
Preſerv d. T Obſcenity, we find, is too often 


in- 


To'the READER. 
introduced into the Writings of ſome of our moſt 
favourite Poets, yet to me it appears a ſhame- 
fal Fuible, and almoſt unpardonable, however 
erifully diſguiſed : For, as the late Lord Rol- 
common wI una eher ves, : 


"Wat 4 Words admit of r no Defence, 
For Want of Decency is Want of Senſe. - 


THE 


__ TENTS: 
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8 FIZ | 
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RIVAL PRIESTS: 
| 1 2 0G 


FEMALE POLITICIAN. 


— — 


A T. I. 


gone / 


attain, 


How bappy a State, c: 


A. 2. 


. — 


ACT I. 8CENE. I. 


Me contentedly drag on whole Ages in Pain. 


Aquilina leaning on a Table in a tbougbiſul 
Poſture : Laura waiting. Aquilina riſes, 
and comes forward. 


oe O WV tedious the luitering Minutes roll on, 
Hr infpid is Life, when its Pleaſures are 


DP You in Hejes of ſome Bleſſing aue aviſh to 


When 


N — ” 
o 
er — - = 


©” AIC CDS ISSES.. iAncSe cw. PE. 
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4 Te RIVAL PRIESTS: Or, 
When Carlos is abſent no Pleaſures I taſte ; 
But when he returns all ny" Sorrows are paſt: . 
For fure, if our Life can e' er boaſt any Charms, 
*Tis when folded within a briſt Lover's ſoft Arms. 


Life without a Lover, 1s a perfe& dull, dirty, Winter's 


Journey..—O Carhs, Carls! Life has no Charms 


for me, when thou art abſent. Laura, have you ſeen 

my Uncle any Time to Day ? 

Lau. Yes, Madam, I faw him about an Hour ago, 

walking with Don Alpbemſs i in the Orange-Grove. 

| 98 Laura, you need not wait: But be within 
[Exit Laura. 


Enter Don Carlos. 


Car. Oh, my Aquilina! once more I've ſnatch'd-n 


Moment to tell you Carlos is for-ever yours. 
Au. Tis hard, my Carlin, that our Loves ſhould be 


ſo often interrupted ; but ſtolen Joys are ſweeteſt, and 


Dangers but enhance the Value of the Prize. The 
Soldter and the Lover muſt endure Fatigues. 

Car. Yes, Madam; but Fame and * make em 
large Amends. 

Au. You young Lovers are never without your Com- 
pliments; but you muſt pardon me, if, ev'n in this 
Hour of Joy, I tremble with the Apprehenſions of your 
Falſhood: Oh, Carlos, Carlos! ſhould you once prove 
inconſtant, think what muſt then become of the loſt, 
wretched Aquilina. 

Car. Doubt not my Love. Oh, rather with this 
Poinard open a Paſlage to my faithful Boſom, and ſee 
the Th on't written in my Heart. 


AIR 


- 
— At £ 
% 


the FEMALE POLITICIAN. 
AIR II. 
Buſy, Curious, thirſty Fly, Qc. 


Bliſt with Aquilina's Love, 

No one ſure cou'd wiſh to rove ; 

Kings with me would change their Place, 
While circled in thy ſoft Embrace: 
Circled in thy ſoft Embrace, 

With Kings I would not change my Place. 


Agu. Well! I believe you; —— but tell me, how 
did ydu eſcape old Argus, my jealous Uncle? I am 
watch'd, you know, as narrowly as a Priſoner of State 


I wonder that yow'll venture ſo, and tremble leſt a Ser- 
vant ſees you. 


Car. Oh, Madam, Lovers, like him, have all their 
Eyes about em. I ſaw him make tow'rds the Orange- 
Grove, in cloſe Conference with Don A/phon/o. Whilſt 
their wiſe Noddles were ſettling the Nation, J, willing 
to improve each happy Moment, turn'd ſhort, and 
flew to fold thee in my longing Arms, 

Azu. But have a Care; for you young Soldiers are his 
utter Averſion ; he calls you Red-Coat Locuſts, the Ca- 
terpillars of a Nation, and Raviſhment, he ſays, is all 
you're good for. My Virtue, he tells me, is the greateſt 
Concern of his Life, and the moſt ineſtimable Jewel he 
has in his Poſſeſſion; and one would think fo indeed; 
for he watches it as narrowly, as the Dragon did the He, 


ferian Fruit. My old, impotent Fool of a Lover, Don 


Antonio, isn't more troubleſome or jealous. That ſecond 


Plague thinks his Intimacy with my Uncle, his Wealth, - 
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6. The RIVAL PRIESTS: Or, 


and Age entitle him to watch my Conduct. Tis ten to 
one but the old Goat, whom I deteſt, will interrupt theſe 
golden. Moments, this happy Interview thou thus haſt 
ſtolen. 

Car. His Fondneſs and Impertinence are Indications, 
Madam „of his Love. 

Agu. Love with a Vengeance. He doats on me, zun 

as a Miſer does on his Money. He thinks himſelf undone 
if I'm one Moment out of his Sight. 
Car. When he has thee in it, he can make but little 
uſe on't. Waſt thou in his Poſſeſſion, all he could 
do, would be to lock thee up, and gaze on thee as on a 
lovely Picture. 


Au. He turns, and winds himſelf, like Proteus, into. 
a thouſand ridiculous Poſtures, in Hopes to pleaſe me; 
and peers at me, tho' he ſcarce can ſee me thro” his Spec- 
tacles, as wiſhfully, as if he'd pierce me through: But 
there's no great Danger, the Rays are but very faint. 

Car. Talk of the Dewil,' aud behold. his Hyras Your, 
old Lover, as I hope to live, true as the Shadow to the. 
Subſtance. I'll retire, and obſerve him a little. 


Enter Antonio. 

Aut. Odd, Nach! I have been beating the Hoof af- 
ter thee all the Town over; your Maid told me you had. 
not been at home ſince the Bell rang to Chapel: But ſhe's 
a pert, lying, young Baggage. —— Odd, Nacky! I 
faund I had loſt my Heart, and was reſoly' d to charge 
thee with the Felony. 


Aqu. No no; twould pas but for petty Larceny at 


moſt. The Damage is'nt half a Dollar, Sir. 

Au. Odd, Nacky! thou'rt a Wag, a perfect 

Wit, Nacky ;. but tell me now, art'nt thou the prettieſt, 
| feeteſt, lovelieſt Creature in all Spain ? 


| Rivalſhip, from old Age and Impotence ? 


the FEMALE POLITICIAN 7 


Car. comes forward,and9 I allow it, Sir; and are 
claps him on the Shoulder. S not you the moſt audacious, 
impudent, old Raſcal in all Chriſtendom? How dar'ſt 
thou talk to ſuch an Angel, with ſuch an invincible Aſ- 
furance ? 

Ant. Are you there, you little Rogue you ? Bir more 
Manners, methinks, young Soldier, would become thee.--- 
Old, quotha !—not- ſoold* neither, Boy: — But wherein 
young Saucebox, — have I ſhewn my invincible Aſſu- 
rance, pray ? 


Car. In thy profane Addreſſes to the Goddeſs I adore, 


Sir. Are thoſe Spindle-ſhanks, think*| thou, able to ſup- 


port thee in the Wars of Venus? Can thoſe humid Lamps 


of thine, that lie ſunk within their Sockets, ſtrike Fire 


into a Beauty's Breaft ?Thou Death's-head !---Go Home, 


purchaſe thee a Coffin, and get a Nurſe to ſwaddle thee. 
Begone this Moment, or I'll— 


Ant. t a violent hot-headed young Puppy this is! 


ſaſide.) But pray, Mr. Hotſpur, if I am that impotent, 


crazy, old Fellow you make of me — why ſo hot 
Man? why in ſuch a Nettle ?. What Apprehenſions 
can you have, who, I underſtand, honour me with your 
Mayn't I. 
be truſted with a fair Lady without Offence, . ha ! you 
little Rogue you? 


Car. That thou may 'ſt, I'll anſwer for thee, as fafely - 
as an Eunuch, or a Paroquet; but, like thoſe pratling A-. 


nimals, you have-the Faculty of catching Sounds, and 
Echo-like repeating them. --- One Word therefore in your 


Ear, Sir. You're an old Raſcal; and if I ever 


catch you hunting in my Warren again, I'Il ſtrip your 


old. Hide over your * and gibbet you for a Deſtroyer: 
the Game. 


AIR 


8 The oe deg PRIESTS: Or, 


AIR III. 
He that has the beſt Wife, Ec. 


When decrepid old Age 
I. z brisk Love would engage, 
And in amorous Speeches be aucoing; 
To cure his mad Pate, 
| A ſmart Drubbing's his Fate; 
Then dread what will ſoon be enſuing, Old Boy, &c. 


Ant. Odd! I don't like this heQtoring, bullying Fel- 
low, not I. The Dog, for aught I know, may have an 
111 Defign againſt me, and may think to qualify me for 
an Opera Singer. Odd! I was always reckon'd a 
Man of Parts, and wou'd not willingly be fool'd by a 
young Jackanapes. But who's afraid? (aide) You 
gibbet me, Sir! ---- (7e Car. in a Paſſion.) 

Car. Yes, you, you old Put. What has Aquilina- 
dode that ſhe muſt be mortified with your inſolent, im- 
pertinent Gallantries ? Thou Limberham ! thou impotent, 
old Leacher ! 

Ant. Odd! Carlos, this is all perfect Prejudice. het 
Ha, ha, he ! Impotent quotha ! Here are Limbs Boy ! 
--- Here's a Leg ! --- hard and brawny ! --- Survey my 
Back; --- broad, and ſappy, my Lad l- Here are Eyes, 
you Rogue! --- How they ſparkle ! As bright, and ro- 
ving as at eighteen, Boy. Then for my Complexion 1 
--- See, how fluſh, and ſanguine tis! Here are Gills !--- 
As roſy as a Turkey-Cock's, Sirrah. --- Examine my In- 
fide, Boy. *Tis as tight, and whole, Thanks to my 
good Stars, as my Outhde, --- Ehem. --- Sound as a 


Roach, 
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Roach, you little Rogue, you. Impotent, quotha ! --- 


Ha, ha, he! Let me adviſe thee, Carlos, to take ſome 
Steel in a Morning; for I find thou art far gone in the 
Spleen, - Boy. --- Ha, ha, he ! 

Car. This Aſſurance of thine deſerves, indeed, to: be 
rectified with Steel, and I don't care, if for once I ad- 
miniſter the Cure, Sir. (offers to draw.) 

Aqu. For Heaven's Sake Carlos, what are you doing? 
--- Conſider how fatal the Conſequences may be of ſuch a 
raſh Proceeding. Be gone, Dear Carlos, and let me alone 
to ſooth the old Dragon; --- leſt my jealous Uncle 
ſhou'd hear of your heroic Exploits, and make the 


Houſe too hot ta hold us. Let me ſee you again, as ſoon. 


as poſſible, but i in none of your N Airs, I beg of 
you. 


Car. I yield, my deareſt Aquilina. There is nothing 


I can deny thee. 
AIR IV. 
When Fanny blooming fair, Ce. 


Mat you, my Fair, require, 
With Pleaſure I obey ; 
I bene er you bid retire, 
*Tawere impious then to ſlay : 
hen mighty Love draws near, 
All other Paſſions fly ; 
As Stars flrait diſappear, 
hex Phoebus gilds the Sky. 
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= What! is the young Puppy gone? 'Tis well he 
--- Odd ! Fleſh and Blood can never bear it. 
(Walks haſtily up and drwn the Stage, Re? 
following him.) 

Aqu. Come, Tony, don't frown on thy Nacky ſo.— 
Sure thou art not angry, Tory, 

Ant. Odd, but I am angry, Madam, and I will be an- 
gry, --- very angry too. --- Shall I be inſulted by a ſaucy 
Jack, juſt crept out of the Egg hell? Sword and Piſ- 
tol ſhall decide the Difference. No, now I think on't, 
it ſhan't neither. My old Friend, your Uncle, is a Cor- 
regidore. --- PI! complain to him, and ſwear the Peace 
againſt the Raſcal. I'll humble the Dog that way, I war- 
rant him. 

Aqu. Nay, if you're the complaining, Pl complain 
too. TU know why you muſt be my Guardian, --- | 
| en. like a Duenna, and plague me with your im- 
pertinent Gallantries. Nay, I'll viſit your Wife too, 
and unravel to the good Woman, too good for you, all 
your ſaucy Amours. . You arn't ſo vigorous, I fancy, but 
you might find Wen enough at home to cool your 
Courage. 

Ant. Odd ! you dear, little Pigſneys, don't turn Tell- 
tale, but pardon my Exceſs of Paſſion, and I'll be as pa- 
tient as a Lamb. --- I'll forgive Carlos with all my Heart 
and Soul; Child. --- but don't turn thoſe pretty, black, 

rolling Peepers from me. Don't frown upon poor Tory 
ſo. 5 

Age. Ha, ha, he! as I hope to live, Tony, thy Love, 
and thy Anger become thee, juſt like thy Cloaths, very 
indifferently. _— . Thou mak'ſt but a ſcurvy Sort of a 
Figure in either of them, t 


Ant. 
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Ant. Odd, Nacky, thou'rt a Wag za perfect Wag, 
Nacky.— Whatever thou ſay ' ſt or writ'ſt is ſheer Wit. 
See here, Nacky,—(pulls out a Letter) Look here, you 
little Rogue you. — Here are golden Lines. . 

(reads affettedly.) 

Deareſt Corydov, 8 

Thou know'ſt too cue howw much thy Form I prize ; 
At Sight of thee, what pleaſing Tranſports riſe: 
How freely cou'd I fly into thy Arms, 

And yield with Joy to thee my youthful Charms ! 


And ſo forth; ha, Nacky odd, you MR, little Pigf- 
neys, if that ſame Corydon meant your humble Servant, I 
ſhould be the happieſt Dog in all Chriſtendom :—But isn't 
it that more happy Dog, young Carey ?—Odd, Pm ina 
little Pain about that. 

Au. So, Sir, I find you have been at my Scrutore, 
and plundered all my Papers: Such unmannerly Free: 
doms are intolerable. __Þl! aſſure you, Sir, J reſent this 
Affront to the laſt Degree ; and if ever 1 find you tranſ- 
greſſing this Way again, depend upor't you ſhall ſeverely 
ſmart for it. 

Ant. Smart, Child! Odd I cou'd not ſmart worſe 
than I do already, if my Skin was ſtript over my Ears: — 
your poor deſponding Tony dies with Pain. Tm all over 
Darts, Nacky, like the poor Fellow in the Almanack. 
Thy lovely Eyes have pierc'd me through and through, 
and they alone can give me Eaſe. Don't be fo cruel, 
Nacky ?—Pr'ythee ſmile upon your poor Tony, — | 
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* EResager's Courtſnip. 


Ah !- turn, my dear Nacky, and ſee your poor Slawe, 
Mumpaty, mumpaty, mump : 
Oh ! ſend not poor Tony ſo ſoon to the Grave, 
Glumpaty, glumpaty, glump. 
F IT look but on you, my Heart beats the Tattoo, 
Thumpaty, thumpaty, thump. 
Men yield me thy Charms, and fly into my Arms, 


Plumpaty, plumpaty, plump. 


Ant. Odd, Nacky, break thy Chain, and run away 
from this tyrannical Uncle of thine, and all I have in the 
World is at thy Seryice.—But let me, Nacky, not Carlos, 
be the Partner of thy Flight. .. . 

Agu. A very pretty Declaration truly Wipe! art a 
warm Lover, I'll ſay that for thee: But if ever I hear 
any more of your Nonſenſe, I'll tell my Uncle the whole 
Truth, make him your mortal Enemy, and fo get rid of 
your Impertinence at once. 

Ant. If thou doſt, I'll i it all; and he durſt not for 
his Life diſbelieve me. And fo you'll be ne'er the bet- 
ter, Child. But if you'll be kind I'll ſue out a Divorce, 
prove my Wife a barren Piece of Houſhold-Stuff, and 
take thee to my Embraces. 
Au. I can bear it no longer. Thou old, impotent, 
paralitical Monſter, begone, or Death's thy Portion 
PI plunge a Dagger in thy luſtful Heart, and cure thee 
of this raging Fever in thy Blood. (Exit. 

Ant. Hey Day ! hey Day !—— What! is ſhe gone, and 
in her tragic Airs too? Odd, ſhe'd make a rare Actreſe, 

at 
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at the Playhouſe. She has a Paſſion for me tho', I ſee 
that. How her Blood roſe, and her little, ſwelling, 


panting, roguy Bubbies glow'd with Celeſtial Red! 


Enter Laura; 
Lau. Sure I heard a more than ordinary Noiſe ! == 
What could be the Meaning of it! 
Aut. Od- ſo, Laura, —— come N. Girl, come 
hither. 
Lau. Did you call me, Sir? 


Ant. Aye, Child. Can't you go after your Miſtreſs, 
and tell her tell Eh! you underſtand me. 


Lau. Not I, I'll aſſure you #9 I can't imagine what 


you mean. 

Ant. Hum! —— very like you mayn t.. very 
like you mayn't. I believe I did not ſpeak quite plain 
enough : But let me ſee. there —— (gives her 
Money) Can't you, I ſay, go after your Miſtreſs, and tell 
her I'm very penitent, and beg Leave to ſee her in the 
Afternoon to beg Pardon? — You underſtand me now I 
ſuppoſe. 

Lau. Oh, very well, Sir. — You've explain'd your- 
ſelf in the moſt prevailing Manner. 


1 R VI. 
Vorkſhire Tike. 


When Nomen are fractious, and will not comply, 
Yet Geld's a Temptation they cannot deny; 
At the 8 ight of this Argument all & cruples fly, ' 
They go down, down, down, derry, derry, derry, 
up and down, down derry down. 
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De Lover may cant of his Flames, and his Darts, 
Aud think of ſucceeding. by thoſe little: Arts : 
But here's the true Ruler of all Women's Hearts, 
Brings em down, down, down, --- (Fc. 


Well! Sir, I'll do what I can for you. Came to my 
Chamber about an Hour hence, and I'll let you know 


my Sueceſs. Your Servant, Sir, 
E xeunt different Ways. 


| Enter Aquilina alone. 

Let me conſider a little. In what a Sea of Troubles 
may this Love of mine for young Carhs in a Moment 
plunge me ! My Uncle, ſhou'd he hear of this laſt Ex- 
Ploit, will either diſcard and expoſe me naked to the 
World, which is a ſhocking Confideration ;- - or doom 
me to perpetual Virginity, and lock me up, like a Bird 
in a Cage, — in ſome diſmal Nunnery for Life. 
Tremendous Thought! — It makes my very Blood 
run cold within me. 


AIR VII. 
When Love's once lodg'd within the Heart, &c, 


How hard's the Cloyſter'd Virgin's Fate, 
Debarr'd from all Life's faveeteft Charms ! 

Shield me, ye Poxwers, from ſuch a State, 
And give me ſafe to Carlos's Arms. 

Tho' Age, 'when ev'ry Pleaſure fails, 
May Charms and dull Retirement find, 


While 
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While Beauty laſts, and Love prevails, 
Youth ewill have fomething elſe to mind. 


I know not what to fix on. While Carlos is abſent I de- 
termine not to hazard my Uncle's Diſpleaſure: But were 
he here, — I'm afraid he'd ſoon find a Way to melt 
down my ſtrongeſt Reſolutions. 


Ezter Laura. 

Lau. Your Father Confeſſor, Madam, is come to wait 
on ou. 

Aqu. Oh! bring him in by all Means. (Ex. Lau.) 
In my Opinion, there's no Time ſo proper for Confeſ- 
ſion as when we are engag'din an Intrigue ; for then our 
Sins come ſo thick one upon, another, that 'tis fit we 
Thou'd have ſome of them taken off our Hands. 

(Laura introduces Carlos in the Habit of a 
| 5 Friar, and then retires.) 

An. Is this your Prieſt, Girl? I fancy he comes pre- 

d to make a Confeſſion, rather than receive one. 

Car. You ſee, my Aquilina, what Diſguiſes Love can 

teach us: Almighty Love, that transform'd Fove into a 


Swan, and converted Hercules's Club into a Diſtaff, has 


made me what you ſee me. 


Aqu. Howdurſt you venture ? Shou'd any of the other 
Servants ſuſpect you, they wou'd certainly alarm my Un- 


N le, and then I dread the Conſequence. 


Car. Fear not, my Angel. --- Lovers are always ſafe, 


The Man that's bleſt with Aguilina's Love, can never 


ſtart at Danger. 
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AIR VII. 
Cloe is falſe, Cc. 1 


Cupid, when once our Breafts he poſſeſſes, 
An univerſal Sway maintains ; 
Lowe in his Empire no Partner confeſſes, 
But uncontroul d the Tyrant reigns. 
A Heart by Beauty warm'd,, 
*Gainſt &ery Dangers arm'd : | 
Love all our Fears beguiles, - + - 
Nong ht when the Fair one ſmiles 
The Lover pains. 


Au. And canſt thou venture Life for Aquilina: ? Are 
thy Prateſtations all ſincere? or, are they falſe, and the 
Reſult of mne alone? I'm conſcious of our Sexes 
Weakneſs ; that tis a harder Task to keep one Heart--- 
than conquer Thouſands. Canſt thou be true? 

Car. And canſt thou doubt it ? --- Ungenerous Aqui 
Tina | / T am juſt ready to give you the moſt convincing 
Proofs of my Sincerity : Fly with me this Moment, and 
let the Prieſt put it beyond the Power of Fate ever to 
part us more. 
 Aqu. His Knotcanonly tie your Hands, Ky not your 
Heart. I'd have the Lover, and- the Husband die r 
gether. 

Car. So they ſhall, my Angel: And here upon my 
Knees I ſwear eternal Conſtancy, and Truth. 

Au. Riſe Carlos, thy Aquilina will believe thee, 
From henceforth I'll freely truſt my ſelf to thy Conduct, 
let the Conſequence be what it will. 
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AIR IX. 
In vain, Dear Chloe, c. 


Vrvain wou'd Duty firive to part 

Our faithful Flame, and force my Heart, 
That's fondly fix d on Thee ; 

There's nothing but Death's fure Controul 

Divides the Bady from the Soul, | 
And firmer join'd are We. 


Car. Oh, my Aquilina, how ſhall I repay this won 


drous Goodneſs ? 


AIR X. 
The Early Horn, 


Wheat Toys alarm, 
What Tranſports charm, 
Oh, Extaſy divine! 
Sound, found, ye Woods, 
Repeat, ye Flhods, 
That Aquilina”s mine. | | 
77 auarbhling Loves, A round | } 
On baue Wings, and tune your Strings tr 
Hale, haſte, to catch th” enchanting Sound. | 


Aqu. Hark! what Noiſe is that? — As I live, my 
old, rank Goat again: I know him by the Smell. ---- 


What an intolerable Plague is an old Lover that one durſt 
not diſoblige --- Come, my Carlos, let us return into my 


Cloſet. ---, Thete we may unmoleſted fit, and the old 


Blood-hound never ſcent us. (Exeunt.) 


B3 | Enter 
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Enter Antonio. 

An. T have quiteloſt Scent of her. Where has the little 
Charmer of my Heart conceal'd herſelf? Odd ! tis well 
if that Rogue Carlos hasn't been here, and carry'd her off 
the Premiſes. --- My Heart flutters within me for Fear of - 
him, like a Bird that's hunted in a Cage. Ye Gods, 
and Goddeſſes, ye murm'ring Streams, ye ſhady Groves, 
Brooks, Woods, and Floods, pity poor Tory! I have 
travers'd the Houſe from Top to Bottom. If ſhe isnt in 
this Cloſet, I'll leave off my fruitleſs Search. --- Perhaps 
ſhe may be at Prayers: But that's not very likely neither. 
However, I'll take one Peep to gratify my Curioſity. --- 

(Takes out his Spectacles and peeps at the Chſet-Door } 

Odd ! there ſhe is, like a good Chriſtian, confeſling her 
Sins to her old, ghoſtly Father. How I flame with 
Love and Religion both at once! Odd ! they are very 
earneſt at their Devotions, --- Tis well if the Fleſh does 
not get the better of the Spirit. --- She has Charms e- 
nough to raiſe Vigour in a Prieſt as old as Mor. I'II 
peep once again. Bleſs us! the Devil has got the up- 
per Hand, as I imagin'd. --- Body of me, they kiſs, and 
cling, and Prayer is turn'd to Rapture. 'T*other Peep, 
and then. Oh! Death and Damnation! *Tis young 
Caribe, the ſtrong back'd, young Dog Carlos, in Maſ- 
querade. --- Odd! I'll blow the Dog up. ll teach him 
to take the Habit before he's enter'd into Orders, with a 
Pox to him. --- I'll ingratiate myſelf, however, by this 

Diſcovery, in Don ManuePs Favour, and get this Ny 
of mine lock'd up forever and ever. --- Odd! I darn 
' truſt em tho? any longer together. --- Tu knock, Tn 
reſolv'd, and ſpoil their Sport however. 
| ( He lamps about the Stage, and 8 ot the 

Clejet-Noor,) | Enter 
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Enter Aquilina, and Carlos, dreft as before. 

' qu. Well, Sir, am I forever to be perſecuted by 
you. Mayn't I confeſs my Sins to my Ghoſtly Father 
here, but you muſt unſeaſonably interrupt my Devo- 
tions? Hang you, I hate you, you old, troubleſomes 
impertinent Fool you. 
Ant. Tho' an old Layman won't go down with you, 
an old Father of the Church will, I find. —— This is 
ſome Wolf in Sheep's-Clothing, I'IIl lay my Life on't. 
Why, Nacky, thou haſtn't gota Pillar, thou haſt got the 
Church itſelf, Girl. Let me examine this ſtately Fa- 
brick. --- Whether it be of the Doric or Corinthian Order, 
I can't ſay --- Nature, however, Friend, prov'd but a 
clumſy Architect when the erected thee. 

(N pile he's taking his Survey, Carlos trips up 

his Heels, and runs off. ) 

Ant. on the Ground.) Very well! very good, Madam! 
This is a ſpecial Son of the Church truly! --- If he has 
been a ſpiritual Conſolation to you, I'm ſure he has been 
a temporal Affliction to me. He has made ev'ry Bone 
in my Skin rattle again. --- Ah, Nach, this Ghoſtly Fa- 
ther of yours, is neither better nor worſe than a Lays 
Devil. -I an't fo blind, but I can ſee a Hayk from a 
. Handſaw --- and can diſtinguiſn Carius from Father Do- 
minick thro? all his Canonical Diſguiſe. Ah, Nacky, 
 Nacky, thou art a fallen Angel, - but one of the pret- 
tieſt Devils I ever ſaw. Thy Temptationsare too ſtrong 
to be withſtood by Fleſh and Blood, that's the Truth on't. 
Agua. Kneels.) Well, Sir, I own you have made an im- 
portant Diſcovery, and if you tell-my Uncle, I'm un- 
done for ever. My Reputation is, I own, in your 
Hands; and if you can be ſo cruel, tis in your Power to 
expoſe me. Ant. 
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Ant. I accept of thy Humiliation, Nacky ; riſe, my 

little Pigſneyes, give me a Kiſs, and ſeal the Secret up for- 

ever; === Love me but a little tiny Bit now and then, and 


let me viſit thee when Carlis is out of Town, or ſo, no 
Confident in all Spain ſhall be more cloſe, or ready, my 


Girl, to ſerve thee. 


Aqu. But if my Uncle ſhou'd chance to hear that there's 
à too cloſe Familiarity, even between you and I, poor 
Nacky muſt ſuffer ftill, and be exposꝰ'd to his Reſentment. 

Ant. Never fear, Nacky, he ſhall be never the wiſer, 
I warrantthee, Girl. Permit me, Charmer, to falute 
that lily white Hand of thine. { Nabs it with his Beard.) 
Au. You uſe it too roughly in Conſcience, Tony; you 
are too amorous, too gay for one of your Vears. 

Ant. Years, Madam! why, I am but juſt turn'd of 
fifty; and fifty is a Man's full Prime, Madam. Let me 
tell thee, Nacky, my Blood runs thro? my Veins as brisk- 


_ ty now, as it did at Twenty. But ſuppoſing T were an 


old Lover, I have the Proverb on my Side, you know, 
Nacky. 


When Love creeps gently into aged Veins, 
T, be Fire burns flew, 5 then it long remains. 


RY (aal) A concelied did Fool! T have Kew hy 
Uncle fay a hundred Times, he was fourſcore when 1 
was in Hanging-fleeve Coats. {To Ant.) Well, my 
Tony! ſince you are willing to forgive this Slip of Youth, 
andnot expoſe my Frailty to my Uncle and the Word 
I will admit of your Addreſſes, and giveyou all the little 
Liberties you can deſire: But be merry and wiſe 
Have your Eyes about you, and a ſtrict Guard to your 
Conduct. I ſhall be pleas'd with a Viſit in my private 


Apart- 
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Apartment this Evening : --- But *twould be dangerous 
fhou'd the Servants know you. --- Come in Maſquerade, 


therefore. --- ( Ant. ſuatches her Hand, and kiſſes it eagerh.) 


ft. Tam fo tranſported, Nacky / eh! -- ye little 

Rogue you --- eh! - Exit.) 

Agu. Now if I an't fairly reveng'd on him, let th 
World ay I'm no Woman. 


ATR XI. 
The Lady's Lamentation. 


Revenge, thou Dear Goddeſs, I yield to thy Power 3 
Propitious, affift when thy Aid I implore. ' 
What Maid, when thus injur d, thy Charms can deny Þ 
But when all Redreſs fails to thy Counſel we 2 
: 1 it.) 


dena changesto another Apartment. 


" Enter Antonio and Laura, meeting. 
Lau. Well, Sir, what Succeſs with my Lady? have 
you effected a Reconciliation ? 
li Aye, I warrant you; let Tory alone for that. 
- *Tis the kindeſt little Rogue now. --- Odd ! Lau- 
ra, thou art a brave Girl, and I could almoſt find in my 
Heart to give thee — a Kiſs; --- Odd! ſo I will too. 
Faith thou ſhalt have it, i' faith thou ſhalt. ( Kiſs her.) 
Lau. Deuce on him, I expected ſomething better than 
Kiſſes --- ( Aſide.) And fo my Lady and you are quite 
Friends again you fay, Sir. 
Ant. None ſo great -— and heark ye, I'm to viſit her 
this Afternoon — in Maſquerade, But Mum for that, 


ye hear. Lau 
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Law. Oh are you fo, Sir? But as I have good Reaſon 
to think *tis no Viſit of my Lady's wiſhing, I ſhall 
make bold to ſpoil your Sport, Tbelieve -- ( Afde) Aye, 
Sir, I told you how it would be: You muſt not always 
take us Women at our firſt Words; for we are ſeldom 
guilty of telling Truth in Affairs of this Kind. 


AIR xi. 
Whenthe Kine, '&'c, 


Newer truft a Maids Denial, 
All her Coyneſs is but Shew'; 
"Bath Repulje is but a Trial 
How far the Lover dares to go. 
They tho" tender, 
Ne * 
by Toa Sigh, or fingle R | 
Be briskh, and warm, ; oh Ie a 
And boldly florm, 
Aud foon they'll anſeuer, yes, yes, us, ge. 


8 (Ball rings) Hark! isnt that my Lady's Bell? I muſt 
' run, --» Succeſs attend you, Sir. -- If you have any far- 

ther Neceſſity, pray, Sir, make uſe of your humble us 
vant, Exit Laura.) 

Ant. Odd, Tory! thou art the happieſt Dog ae tw 
San, --- But now for my Maſquerading Scene. I'Il in, 
and prepare for that. Firſt let me conſider what Form 
I had beſt pat on; 


Or Jove's, or Pluto, which will pleaſe her beſt ? 
| Neither me She's Fleſp and Blood — afſume the Frigt. 


| The End of the firſt A - 
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ACT IE SCENE I 


Enter Don Manuel, 


HAT a Nl Uneaſineſs attends the 
Guardian of a young wanton Woman! --- 
Antonio tells me Carius was in private with 
my Niece this Morning. How he got Ad- 

"2 mittance I can't conceive. --- There's ſome 
Roguery at the Bottom, my Life on't, --- I don't Know 
which Way to turn, or what to think. --- I'll go this 
Moment to her Apartment, and if T catch them together, 
PII take Care that two Bravoes ſhall diſpatch the Hero :--- 


. > 


And as to the Heroine, I'll tutor her myſelf. --- A Nun- 


nery ſhall be her Portion. She ſhall be lock'd up, and 

fed with nothing but Bread and Water: Tl teach her 

Abſtinence from Fleſh, I warrant her. An undutiful 

Baggage! — | 
Dip Laura, in a Ami Frighe. 

Lan. Oh, Sir! How can you loiter here, when De- 
ſolation, Raviſhment, and Death are going forward in 
your Houſe ? --- Run, Sir, quickly, for Heaven's Sake, 
and muſter up all your Servants; ſtand upon your Guard, 
Sir. 

Man. Why what's the Matter, Girl 2 


Lau. Matter, Six | We're all un done. 
Yonend rum'd, — — 1 am ruin'd, —ͤ—ä— — and your 


Man, 
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Man. Ha! —How ! --What! --- my Niece. --- Why, 
' why, what of her? 


Lau. Too much, Sir, I'm arab, — There's a huge, 


broad-back d Fellow, --- the Lord knows who he is Sir, 
-- gone in Diſguiſe to her Chamber, to rob her,--- of her 
Honour, you may be 28 if not to 1 the Houſe into 
the Bargain. 

Man. Oh! — It's that MILO "Raſcal Carbs again, 


I ſuppoſe. 


Lan. I ſuppoſe not, Old Gentleman. —C it had, 
your Worſhip, — had known nothing at all of the Mat- 


ter. ( Afide.) 


Man. Tis certainly He. — What ſhall T do? --» Here, 


| Lopez, Pedro, Yaſques! Rogues! where are you all? — 
Follow me. — I'Il be reveng'd on this Deflowerer of 


Virgins. — A Son of a — Oung! Pl circumciſe the Dog. 


(Exit in a FS ) 


Laura alone. 
Lau. Now, Antonio, I think we ſhall be pretty even 
with you. — If this doesn't give the Old Fornicator a 
Surfeit of Maſquerading, I don't know what will. --- 


I long, methinks, toſee the Iſſue of this Love- Adventure 
| Exit.) 


SCENE ne to Aquilina's Room. 


Aguilina alone. 
An. This old, fullom Gallant of mine, is raving mad 
with the Fever of Love. He ſhou'd breathe a Vein by 
Rights, and take Purgatives to thin his Blood. But ſince 
noPhyſician will ſerve his Turn but me, and fince I have 
* the Cure, I'll make him forſwear Maſquera 
ding 


j 


| 
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ding for the future, I'll warrant him. PH cool his Cou- 
rage as effectually, as if I had him dragg d thro' a Horſe- 
pond, or I'll never turn Petticoat-plotter again. 


Enter Antonio dreft ike Father Dominic. 
Ant. Peace be unto this Houſe, and Love and Peace 
to the fair Saint that honours it with her Preſence. 
Aqu. (Aſide) That barren Brain of his cou'd find out 
no new Invention... I can't ſay but he has ſome Rea- 


fon to think of a maſquerading Prieſt : But his ſecond Diſ- 
appointment ſhall meet with a ſeverer Cataftrophe. A 


Bump on the Floor ſhan't compenſate for his Folly. III 
make the Old Rogue ſtink worſe than a Poll-Cat, pre- 
ſently. | 
Ant. Odd! this Maſquerading is very agreeable. 
Come, Nacky, come to Confeſſion, you little, dear, 
tempting, Angel, you; and let Prayer once more be 
turn'd into Rapture; —— Odd! I muft raviſh a Kiss, 
Nacky. 
Au. Fair and ſoftly goes far, Sir. This Love of 
yours 1s too hot to hold : If your Fire burns too furiouſly, 
I'm afraid it won't laſt long. Turn about, Tony 
Why, you look more like a Devil than a Prieſt... 
This Tun of Devotion doesn't become thee, by any 
Means, | 
Art. No Matter for that, Nach. I'm in Maſque- 
rade, and that's enough: But Time's precious, my 
Love. Let us improve each golden Moment. I 
have a Propoſition to make thee, Nacky. — Suppoſe 1 
ſhou'd poiſon my Piece of Houſhold-Goods, wouldſt thou 
be my new Furniture, ha, Gul? Odd ! fay but 
the Word, and I'll ſend my crooked Rib to the D—--l. 
Well! Nacky, — what ſayſt thou? Wilt thou fold 
2 C me 


> n — N 
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me in thy ſnowy Arms? —— I'm all on Fire. — Nay, 
Wacky, be as good as your Word. Look pleaſantly up- 
on me, do now. Caſt one roguiſh Leer at me, do, 
Pigſnyes. Odd! let me raviſh thee firſt, and then 
hanſel my new Office, and give thee Abſolution. 


Enter Laura. 

Lau. Madam ! my old Maſter is juſt come home, puf- 
fing and blowing, with a whole File of Muſqueteers af- 
ter him, threatening Death and Deſolation. I heard the 
old Gentleman call Father Dominic a Black-coat Lo- 
cuſt, an old Impoſtor, a Wolf in Sheeps Clothing, and 
2 thouſand Names more, that I can't remember. He 
ſeem'd to be in a moſt bitter Paſſion, and vow'd he'd 
ſtrip the old Dog of his Aaron's Bells: They ſhou'd 
never chime in to Church again. What he meant by 
that, Madam, I can't ſay; but he foam'd at the Mouth 
like a Madman. | 
Au. What ſhall I do? I'm loft, ruin'd, undone 


for- ever. Shou'd my Uncle catch you in this Diſguiſe, 


he'd murder us both the very Moment. Where ſhall I 
conceal you ? 

Ant. The Devit take him for ſpoiling the Concert be- 
fore the Inſtruments were tun'd. Tis a damn'd un- 
ſeaſonable Viſit. — Conceal me, Child, any where in 
the World. I'Il creep into an Augur-hole. 

(Looking about the Room in a Fright. ) 
4e. Come, Tory, for once I muſt clap you into Pur- 


gatory: As you're a Prieſt, you know, you can ſoon 


pray yourſelf out again. Here, in, in, in a Moment, 
into this empty Cheſt. (He hurries in.) So,— lie cloſe. 
— (She bels the Cheſt.) Lie there, thou Trophy of 
Female Reſentment. Now, Laura, call me a Couple of 

luſty 
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luſty Porters. I'll ſend him to his Wife Biancha, for a 
Preſent. 

Lau. And ſuch a one, I'll warrant; as ſhe never had 
in her Life before. 

Aqu. I have caught the old Fox fairly now. 

(Exit. Lau. and returns with two Porters.) 

Aqu. Here, Friends, go to Don Antonio's, and tell 
his Lady you came from her Husband, who- has ſent her. 
a Cheſt of the beſt Florence he could get upon the Keys. 
Acquaint her, too, that he's obliged to ſup with ſome 
French Merchants, and that he fears *twill be late be- 
fore the Company will break up. — Carry it carefully, 
leſt you ſhould break any of the Bottles, D'ye hear, 


Porters ! 
1 Port. Ves, Madam, never fear. — Does your La- 


dyſhip pleaſe to pay us; or muſt we be diſcharg'd where 
we lodge the Load? | 
Aqui. The Lady will content you, no doubt. 
1 Port. (Taking up the Chefl.) Heavy, and brittle too, 


Madam, we hope your Ladyſhip will * to make us 
drink. 


Au. There's ſomething to make you careful. 
(She gives them Money.), 
1 Port. Heaven bleſs your Ladyſhip. If 'tis old Gold 
we'll deliver it ſafe, Madam. | 
Au. I don't doubt it. Laura, ſee the Porters out. 
Lau., Out : Yes Madam. (Exit. Laura and Port.) 
Aqu. Well! If I han't made a perfect Cure of 
the old Goat, I'll forſwear the Title of a Doctreſs from 
this Day forward. —(4 Noiſe without.) Hark! Here's 
my Uncle coming in good earneſt. ..... His coming 
may help my Deſign... put on a ſanctified Look, 
and ſeem as if Heaven had taken up all my Thoughts. 
Cz But 
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Pot ſuch is Human Frailty, and 'tis a Folly to * 
it, - my dear, dear Carlos takes up the better Half. 
[be fits at the Table, with a Prayer-Book is ber 
Hand ) 


Enter Dam Manuel. 


Hen. Thou hypocritical Baggage! What! You are 
conning over your Ghoſtly Father's Advice, are you? 

Au. What do'ye mean, Sir? | 

Man. Thou Diſgrace of my Family ! How durſ you 
abuſe my Good-Nature, my paternal Tenderneſs, after 
this infamous, egregious Manner ? 

Au. As I'm conſcious of no Crime, *tis I have 
moſt Occaſion to complain. How can you load me, 
re with ſuch opprobrious Language,who am as innocent 

— Haff crying) 

. As the Child unborn, no doubt on' t. But, 
Huſſy ! was not Carlos here a whole Hour together 
with you in Private, under the hypocritical Form of a 
Prieſt, ha? 

Aqu. There has been Nobody with me indeed, Sir, 

Man. Come, come, no Prevarications. Doesn't he 
now lie hid in your Cloſet ? Anſwer me quickly. 

Aj. You may ſearch, if you pleaſe, Sir. 

Man. What! you've convey'd him away, then, I ſup- | 
8 | 
7 What do you mean Sir? Whom ſhou'd I con- 
vey away? 

Man. This is moſt amazing. But to make you 
bluſh, if you've one Grain of Modeſty left Know 
t that Laura, your own Maid, has betray'd you. She 
bl ſaw Carlos come to you in Diſguiſe, and ſent me here 
herſelf, . | 


An. 


$ . 
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Aqu. To ſee what a pretty Spy he has ſet over me. 
Ade.) Well, Sir, ſince my Innocence and Reputation 
lie thus at Stake, I'll confeſs the whole Truth, and no- 
thing but the Truth. That there was a Gentleman dif- 
guis'd, as you ſay, like a Prieſt, did make mea Viſit, 
muſt be allow'd; but no Viſit of my ſeeking, PII aſſure 
you; and moreover, that ſame Gentleman was your Bo- 
ſom Friend, and the old Dragon, which you, Sir, out of 


your abundayt Wiſdem, pick'd out to be my Surveyor: 


General. 

Man. This is a poor, frivolous, weak-concerted Lye. 

Aqu. Have but Patience, Sir, to hear my Story, and 
then clear or convit me. Juſt before you came up, 
in crept Don Antonio, and had he been young enough, 
wou'd have raviſh'd me: Upon which, I counterfeited a 
ſudden Surpriſe, and a terrible Apprehenſion of your 
Diſpleaſure. His hot Fit ſoon/turn'd to a cold one. 
He trembled like an Aſpen Leaf, and begg'd me to cram 
him into an Augur Hole. Whereupon, your old Cheſt 
ſtanding open, in jump'd the old Rat, and I have him fafe 
under Lock and Key. As an innocent Piece of Reſent- 
ment, I ſent him home to his Lady.— Therefore if you'll 
give yourſelf the Trouble to pay Donna Biancha a Viſit, 
we ſhall catch him before he's got out of his Trammels. 

Man. Ocular. Demonſtration will be Conviction indeed. 
Therefore come along, Girl, I'm impatient till J ſee this 
Riddle ſolv'd. 

Au. Fl follow you in a Miment, Sir. Well! 
I think my Affairs go on ſhiningly ; and if Fortune 


wow'd but give me Carlis, Iſhowd then be happy in- 


deed. 


C3 AIR 


' 
$7 
* 
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AIR XIII. 
Grant me ye Powers, &c. 


(Grant me, ye Powers, but hum 1 love, 
No other Foys I'd wiſh to prove : 

' The' plac'd on India's few'refs Shore, 
Alis Breath loft Zephirs wou'dreftore ; 
Or tho on Schythia's endleſs Snow, 

His Eyes c. freendly Warmth befiouw. 


Scans Antonio's Henke. 


Enter Biancha, and Don Pedro. 

Brian. Come, come, you ſhan't think to eſcape fo. — 
Have not I run the Riſque of a Husband's Reſentment, 
and parted with ary dear Honour for your Sake ? — and 
would you be gone already? Falſe, cruel Pedro! 

Ped. You know, my dear Biancha, I cou'd die to 
ſerve you. I fear not for myſelf ; tis your Danger 
gives me theſe Alarms. Should your Husband find 
me here, you'd be utterly undone... I dread the Con- 
ſequence. Pox of her Fondneſs! Wou'd I cou'd get a- 


54 way. What a dull, TY Wy a Woman after 


Enjoyment ! (4fide.) 

Bian. Why had you not theſe Conſiderations before 
you ruin'd me? —— But you Men are all Deceivers, and 
we Women poor, eaſy, deluded Fools. Lis well. 
(a Knocking at the Door. ) But hark There” A040 
band in good earneſt. | 

Ped. Who's fearful now. — Come — - Come, m my Bi- 


ancha, and let me taſte again thoſe Joys which none but 


you can give. Bian. 
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Bian. I cannot be angry with him, tho' I know he 
diſſembles. No, Pedro, I'm not to be deceiv'd by 
this Show of Fondneſs. I fee thro? this thin Diſguiſe. — 
However, ſtep but in this Cloſet till my Husband's out of 
the Way, and I'l ſend Tere/a to releaſe you. — Farewel 
for-ever. 

Pear. And can you then prefer the cold Embraces of a 
Husband, to the warm Endearments of an eager Lover? 
Bias. You're a very eager Lover, indeed. 
Pedr. You ſhall find me ſo, let me but ſee you again 
To-night.—— { Knocking again.) 
Bjar. In, in, we've no Time for talking. 
(ue puſßes him in, aud locks the Door.) 


Eater Tereſa. 
Tere/a, was it your Maſter came in juſt now? 
Ter. No, Madam, two Porters with a Cheſt of 
Wine. — 
Bian. Bid them bring it in. 


Enter Porters. 

1 Port. Madam, we've Orders from Don Artomo, to 
leave this Cheſt of Florence with you, and to acquaint 
your Ladyſhip, that he ſups abroad to Night, and will 
make it late before he comes home. 

Bian. Very well, ſet it down; you're paid, I preſume. 

1 Port. No, Madam, we were order'd to be 4dif- 
charg'd by your Ladyſhip. 

Bian. What muſt-you have? 

1 Port. Tis honeſtly worth three Rials, Madam. 

Bian. There's half a Dollar for you. 

1 Port. Thank your Ladyſhip. 
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Bian. Tereſa, let the honeſt Men out, ( Knocking again) 
and ſee who *tis knocks below. 

(Tereſa goes out, and returns. 

7 weſt Don Manuel, and the young Lady 2 


Madam. 
Bian. Deſire them to ack up. 


Enter Don Manuel and Aquilina. 

Bian. Sir, your Servant. Your Servant Madam. 
(Salutes Aquilina.) This is an Honour I did not expect this 
Evening. My Spouſe has juſt now ſent me a Cheſt of 
Florence; I know, Sir, tis your fav'rite Liquor. Le- 
reſa, bid Faguiline come, and break the Cheſt open. 

Au. Tis Pity, Madam, to damage the Cheſt. Tis 
ten to one but my Unele can oblige you with a Key that 
will unlock it. 

Man. Tis very probable, Madam, as my Niece ſays, 
I may be able to furniſh you on ſuch an Occaſion. A 
Bottle-Screw, and a Maſter-Key, are my Pocket-Com- 
Panions for the moſt Part.— With your Leave I'll make 
the Experiment. 
(Biancha gets an one Side, and Aquilina on the other, 
Aer ſome pretentled Difficulty, Manuel opens 
it .— Al ſeem ſurprix d.) | 

Bian. What in the Name of Goodneſs have we here? 
My Wine metamorphos'd into a Prieſt. ._. Thieves, 
Thieves, Jacomo, F aquiline, Pedro. 


Enter Serwants. 
1 Serv. Where, Madam, where ? 


Bian. Secure that Cheſt, and the Canonical. Rogue 
that's wedg'd within it. 


1 Ser. 
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1 Ser. What wou'd your Ladyſhip have us do with 
him ? 

Bian, Firſt, toſs him ina Blanket, and then carry him 
before a Corregidore, 

1 Ser. We'll do our beft, Madam: But theſe un- 


godly Guts were never made for mounting. Run Pedro, 
for a Blanket. 


During the Iaft Speech, Ant. attempts to run away. 
Pedro goes out, and returns with a Blanket, ——— 
Man. and Aqu. talk together. Servants ga to 
take hold of him. He diſcovers himſelf. ) 


All Ser. What! my old Maſter in Maſquerade. 

Bian. My Husband! —- Oh! grant me Patience] Te- 
reſa, Pedro's in the Cloſet,——( {ide to Ter.) Oh! I ſhall 
faint, What villainous Deſign were you upon? How 
came you in this Dreſs ? Why was the Cheſt ſent 
here? What ! you was jealous I ſuppoſe. 

Aqu. Have Patience, Madam,— New, Sir, behold 
my Guardian, in the very Habit he pretended Ireceiv'd 


my Viſits in, to the Ruin of my Virtue, and your Cre- 


dit, 

Ant. Oh! I'm ruin'd . diſcover'd — undone —- 
dead, —— Oh! the Devil take all Maſquerading, I 
UV nn | 

Ban. What ! — you can be vigorous, it ſeems, a- 
broad, - tho' you're a Drone at home: But I'll make 
you find your Sting I will, you treacherous Villain.— 
I proteſt, I ſweat at his Impudence. That any virtuous 
Woman ſhou'd be us'd thus! ( Half erying. ) 

Man. 'This, Niece, is Demonſtration indeed. 
I'm now fully convinc'd of his Hypocriſy, and your In- 
nocence. Why, you perſidious, old Raſcal ! What — 

0 


— 
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cuſe can you make for this baſe Attempt to diſhonour 
my Family? How can you anſwer it to your Wife too? 
Bian. Ay! How can you anſwer it to me, you Vil- 
lain ? to me, that have been ſo faithful a Wife, ſo 
tender a Yoke-fellow; — and muſt I be thus! — You'll 
break my Heart, —— you will, you treacherous Crea- 
ture. ¶ Crying. | 
Man. Let me beg of you to defer your Reſentment. 


Bian. I will be patient. But Im ſu—re I'—ve 


been a ten der Wif—e to hi——m. ( Sobbing. ) 
Man. What have you nothing to ſay in your Defence. 
Ant. Say, Sir, why, I plead guilty, and repent 
me of all my amorous Impertinences to your Niece ;' and 
to make her Atonement, I will confeſs a Secret, which 
I thought for- ever to have kept conceal'd. 
Man. Riſe, andlet us hear what you can propoſe. 
Ant. Thro' my Miſrepreſentations of Don Carlos, 
you've ever had an unjuſt Opinion of his Fame and For- 
tune. His Father died when he was young, and left him 
wholly to my Care; I, like other covetous Guardians, 
robb'd him of his Right, and turn'd him adrift: There- 
fore, if you'll give Aquilina to the Man that loves her, 
in Juſtice to his Wrongs, I'll make him worth ten thou- 
ſand Piſtoles to-morrow. 


During this laſt Scene — Pedro and Ter. appear at 


the Stage Door, — and Biancha beckens them to go 
croſs ; they make ſeveral Attempts, but turn 
back for Fear of being ſeen. At * they creep off 
undi ſcower d.) 
Bian. I can bear the Villain's Sight no longer. 
(Biancha follaws Ter. and Pedro.) 
Man. Here's my Hand. What's paſt ſhall be forgot. 
= What ſay'ſt thou, Aguilina, to a Husband ? 
5 Au 1 


* 
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Aßu. Your Will was ever, Sir, a Law with me. 
Man. Why, then, let's ſend for the Gentleman, and 
the Prieſt ſhall join your Hands immediately. 


Enter a Servant. 
Ser. Don Carlos, Sir, waits to ſpeak with you below, 
Ant. He comes in good Time; deſire him to walk up. 


Enter Carlos. 

Carlos, my Boy, come hither. I have wrong'd thee. 
— To tell thee how, would be too tedious at preſent. 
However, to make thee Amends, I have prevail'd with 
my old Friend Don Manuel, to crown your Joys with 
Aquilina's Hand. 

Car. to Man. May I hope ſor ſo great a Bleſſing? 

Man. Take her, and may you both be happy! 

Car. Is it poſſible? And can I call my Aguilina mine? 

Aqu. You ever had my Heart, my Carlus, and tis a 
double Pleaſure to have my Uncle's Approbation of my 
Love. 

Car. O, riſing Joy! — Henceforth let none deſpair. 
The Revolution of a Day may bring ſuch Turns as Hea- 
ven itſelf could ſcarce have promis'd. 


AIR XIV. 


Car. Gentle Fortune s riſing Graces, 
Loft in Tranſport, I receive ; 
And fince bleft in thy Embraces, 
All her former Frowns forgive. 


Aqu. Thoughts tranſporting. ri 7 to charm me, 
And each bliſsful Hour recal; 


The" ten thouſand Fears alarm me, | 
Here I find a Reft from all. Ant. 
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Ant. Henceforwards, Carli, I ſhall always look up- 
on you as my Son; and you, Apuilina, no longer as my 
Miſtreſs, but my Daughter. 

Man. My Wiſhes too attend you both; and as I've no 
Children of my own, what 1 ſhall leave at my Deceaſe 
mall all be yours.— 

Car. How ſhall J repay this wondrous Goodneſs ? 

Agu. This is a joyful Day indeed. 


Bian. Tve overheard this lucky Turn in your Affairs, 
{to Carlos) and wiſh your happy Union may for- ever laſt. 
MM. A. C. And now, Madam, here only wants a 
free Pardon for Antonio to complete our Joys. ! 

Am. I will humble myſelf before my dear Spouſe. 
(falls on this Knees ) Forgive but this one raſh, indiſereet 
Action, and I'll never tranſgreſs again. — Behold, Bi- 
ancha, your penitent Tory on his Knees. 

M. C. A. Pray, Madam, be perſuaded. 

Bian. Upon your Intreaties, I forgive what's paſt. 

Ant. Odd! you dear, tender -hearted Rogue, this ſhall 
be my Wedding-Day too; and I will fo tumble and kiſs 
thee : — But firſt well have a Dance — well ſhew the 
young Couple what we can do. — _ F aquiline, run, 
Sirrah, for the Fiddles. 

Man. We'll firſt in, and diſpatch the young Folks, 
and then conclude the Day with all the Joy fo happy a a 
Cataſtrophe deſerves. 


AIR 
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AIR the laſt. 


Car. The Ship that has long on the Ocean been toft, 
And by the fad Owners giv'n over for bſt, 

To them ſafe returning leſs Pleaſure does give, 
Than I in my Dear Aquilina receive. 


Aqu. The Gameſter by Fortune depriv'd of his All, 
The" one lucky Hit his Ioft Guineas recal, 
A Stranger remains to that infinite Bliſs, 


Which, Dear Carlos, you give me in each tender 
Kiſs. 


Man: Among all the Virtues Men ought to embrace, 
Firm Conſtancy wears the moſt permanent Grace; 
And thoſe that are faithful, and conſtant, will find 
The Gods at the laſt to their Wiſhes prove kind. 


Ant. Let ours then a Pattern of Conflancy be, 
4% That all Irving Couples like us may agree. 


Bian. Ve forget, and forgive: — Ah! What Foy wou'd 


enſue, 
Cou d our AUTHOR but find ſuch Indulgence from 
You. 
We forget, &c. (To the Audience.) 
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Sir Tony TIZ STT, Father to Valentine and Charlotte. | 
Sir PauL PLtaxT, Father to Beaufort, Silvia, and 


| Olivia, 5 
ValenTINE, Sir Toby's Son, privately married to 0 
Silvia. 1 
 WorrTuy, Valentine's Friend, in love with |] - 

Capt. BzxavrorT, Real Son to Sir Paul, in love with | 

|; | Charhtte. 

Tiuornx, Suppoſed Son to Sir Paul. 

PzpanT, _  'Futor to Timothy. 

PLoTwELL, , Valentine's Man. 

SNAPSACK,  PlitewelPs Engine. 

WOMEN, 

SiLv1a, Privately * 0 
married to Valentine. Cora to Sir Paul. 1 
OrIVIA, „ 1 
CHARLOTTE, Daughter to-Sir Toby. 

Lucy; ' $ikvia's Maid. 

BeTTY, 
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ACT: $.6:EN: Eb, 


WorTny?*s Lodgings. 


% 


Wok r RH in h. Night-Gown. 


Wonder Valentine comes not to his Ap- 
pointment! How painfully the lazy 
Minutes paſs away, when a Man's in 
Expectation ! Expectation is the Peſt of 
Life in every Condition, The happy 
Man, in Expectation of ſome promiſed Bliſs, anticipates 
his Joys, and meets his Juns in a Cloud; the unfortunate, 
in Expectation of ſome ſad Event, ſits trembling at the 
falling Blow, and multiplies his Miſeries: It palls our 
Pleaſures, but our Pains it doubles. 


A Enter 
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Enter Beaufort. 

Beau. What lat thy Soliloquies already this Morag, 
Worthy? But I cannot blame thee, I was at them two 
Hours ago myſelf: I find by daily Experience, that Soli 
tude to a Man in Love, is like Water to a Man in a Fe. 
ver, both equally deſired, and equally baneful ; there- 
fore, prithee follow my Example; dreſs and abroad; 
and if you muſt think of your Miſtreſs, do it o'er the 
ſparkling Glaſs, and never whine and pine by * 
thus, like a Dog in an empty Buttery. 

War. Why, with what Aſſurance canſt thou put on 
this Air of Gaiety ? Haſt thou forgot the Figure thou mad'ſt 
thyſelf the other Morning, when Valentine and I caught 
thee walking up and down thy Chamber bare-headed, in 
thy Night-Gown, one Stocking on, and the other off ; 
a Song half finiſh'd lying by on the Table; a Pinch of 
Snuff in one Hand, and in the other, the Giftreſeful Tale 
of Argalus and Parthenia ? 

Beau. And now I think I am even with you. — Poor 
Worthy ! I pity thee with all my Heart. What! Is not 
Olwia kind? Why, thou look'ſt as demure and penſive, 
as an old Woman at a Conyenticle ; and as four, and ill. 
natur'd, as that original 'Tub-Preacher Diogenes. Whe- 
ther you ſtand or walk, tis in a puny, ſighing Poſture, 
with your Arms a-croſs, like Squire Slender, in the Mer- 
oy Wives of Windſer. Thou look'ſt as if thou had'ſt not 
eat this Twelvemonth, and as meagre, and as Chap-fall'n, 
as the Knight of the woful Countenance. Thou wer't 
wont, when thou laugh'dſt, to crow like a Cock, to vie 
in Gaiety with Sir Harry Wildair ; never to faſt, but 
preſently after Dinner; and if thou wer't ever melancho- 
lic, *twas for Want of Money. In ſhort ==— . 

| Enter 
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Enter Valentine. 
Pal. Good morrow, Gentlemen. Nay, let me not di- 
vert your Purpoſe, good Captain; I heard you holding 
forth moſt powerfully, and all for Worthy's Edification. 
Beau. I confeſs I meant it well; but he takes whol- 
ſome Advice, as moſt Sinners do, very aukwardly ; I've 
little Hopes of him. 
War. Dear Valentine, thou com'ſt in Time to reſcue 
me ; I was in Pain till I ſaw thee, Well! How ſtand 
Affairs? The Affairs of Matrimony ? Will peaceable 


Politicks ward off the Blow, or muſt Rebellion be the 
Word ? 


Val. Oh Ned! I've flown upon the Wings of Joy, to 
tell thee Fortune ſmiles, and all the Day's our own. 
Wor. Is it poſſible ? | 
Val. Poflible! I tell thee Fortune and I are Friends, 


and from this Moment, I forgive her all my Torments 


paſt. A golden Proſpect lies before me, and endleſs 
Scenes of raviſhing Delight riſe to my View. All paſt 
and preſent is loſt in that which 1s to come, in rich Ideas 
of eternal Love,and mighty Joys yet undiſcover'd,and un- 
taſted, in the Arms of Silvia: Our Story ſhall be Admi- 
ration and Example to Poſterity ; and Ages yet unborn, 
ſhall tell the Joys, and the Diſtreſs, the Hopes, and Fears; 
and praiſe in each the Love, and Conſtancy of Valen- 
tine and Silvia. 

Wor. And Worthy and Olivia! Ha! muſt it not be 
ſo? | | 
_ © Pal. Oh! thine will be a flat, inſipid, matrimonial 
Scene, confin'd to Rules and Laws; the leaſt of which 
tranſgreſs'd, the beauteous Proſpe ceaſes, the pretty Sy- 
metry we ſo admir'd, is confus d; and nothing but Defor- 
mity enſues, 

| Mir. 
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Wor. You make your Rule too general, Valentine. 
Matrimony is a Coat that ſits with different Airs, on dif 
ferent Shapes: The fineſt Dreſs in the World will never 
make the Deform'd beautiful; nor the meaneſt, make 
the Beautiful deform'd. Matrimony is like a well-diſ- 
pos'd Landskip, where Woods and Groves appear in all 
the Pride of Spring: The limpid Streams wind here 
and there, and ſeem to murmur as they run, and every 
Thing combines to make a perfect Harmony. The love- 
ly Paradiſe chears all the feather'd Choir: They ſeem en- 
amour'd with their Station, and ſenſible of their happy Lot, 
hop prettily from Bough to Bough, and expreſs their Sa- 
tisfaction in their Songs; while Lyons, Tygers, and the 
Beaſts of Prey, regardleſs of the beauteous Scene, inſen- 
ſible to all the Harmony of Nature, run growling thro” 
the Woods, intent alone on Blood and Rapine: Every 
Thing is not the ſame to every one: What I believe 
would make me the happieſt of my Sex, might poſſibly 
make a Wretch of you. 

Val. But Heav'n be prais'd, the Danger all is over; 
and I cannot but have too great a Senſe of my own for- 
tunate Deliverance, to ſtand indolent and careleſs on the 
Shore, and ſee my Friend periſh in the Storm that Ive 
eſcap'd, and not do my beſt to ſave him. Oh! Neg, 
take thy Friend's Advice, and avoid Matrimony ; it dulls 
the Edge and Appetite of Love, Confinement and Re- 
ſtraint make a Priſon of a Palace; and forc'd Obedi- 
ence prompts an Eng/;/ man as naturally to rebel, as the 
Noiſe of a Fiddle does my Lord Tiptoe to dance. The 
God of Love has therefore wiſely choſe to rule o'er ge- 
nerous, unſuſpecting Subjects, ſuch as dare truſt their 
Prince without a Magna Charta for their Liberties . 


He diſdains the formal Obligations of the Marriage 


Vowy 
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Vow ; *tis a dull Clog upon his Prerogative, and looks 
like an Original Contract. 

Wor. Prithee ceaſe thy Railing; it never makes a 
Convert, and I am Proof againſt Conviction any Way. 


But pray, go on, and tell me what happy Aceident has 


wrought this Change, and laid Foundation for all the 
Happineſs you talk of. 

Val. Well! I ſee good Counſel's thrown away upon 
thee; but prithee remember, I have done the Part of a 
Friend ; and when the Yoke begins to gall and wring, 
don't kick, and winch, and whine, and fay, you had not 
fair Warning giv'n you. But to the Purpoſe. Laſt 
Night the Lady Lurewel! gave a Ball, where, according 
to her ſplendid Cuſtom, all was Magnificence and Gal- 
lantry : The Room of Entertainment was adorn'd with 
wondrous Art, expreſs'd by a thouſand various Poſies, fra- 
grant and beautiful as the firſt Spring of Paradiſe : The 
ſprightly Mufick raviſh'd every Ear, and gladden'd eve- 
ry Heart; all Things conſpir'd to give a rich Satiety to 


every Senſe ; and leaſt the Vigour of each Senſe ſhould 


not ſuffice for its Enjoyment, ever and anon the cluſter'd 
Grapes of Burgundy afforded Spirits for Refreſhment ; 
but ſo full and fine a Company I hardly ever ſaw before : 
Beauty appear'd in all its gay Variety, and ſtrove to out- 
do itſelf. Sikvia was there; myſelf was alſo an invited 
Gueſt; when in the Midſt of all our Mirth and Jollity, 
unexpectedly appears my Father; and in a moſt particu- 
lar Gaiety of Temper, unknown in him before, after, 
many formal Apologies for his Intruſion, and Excuſes 
drawn from the Occaſion, fairly invites all the honour'd 
Aſſembly to grace his Son Valentine's Wedding with Sir 
Paul Pliant's Daughter, as this Day. 


Mor. 


— nad * 
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Wor. How ! To-day? O fay, what Angel has pre- 
vented it? Or is it ſtill to be, and com'ſt thou now t' in- 
ſult me on the curs'd Occaſion ? 

Val. Have Patience, if tis poſſible, and hear me out. 
Not only my Father's Speech, and the Manner of it, but 
ev'n the Subject itſelf (of which before I had not the leaſt 
Intimation) was ſo ſurpriſing to me, that of a ſudden, I 
ſeem'd depriv'd of Life and Motion, and I believe was 
the Jeſt of the Company for my Pains ; but all were ſoon 
ſurpriz'd ; for hearing what had paſt, poor Sia ſwoon- 
ed: Judge then the Hurry and Confuſion of my Soul; 
careleſs of my Father's Preſence, and of the hundred 
Eyes that gaz'd and wondred at the Scene; thoughtleſs of 
IT ERIE, I ran and caught her 
in my Arms, and cry'd, my Silvia Oh! 
whither would thy fearful Spirits * — ive and bleſa 
me, or I periſh = With much ado ſhe was recover'd, 
when I took Leave of the Company, waited on her home, 


and left the old Man to go his Way, and chew the Cud 
by himſelf. 


Wer. You've ſeen him fince, I preſume. 
Val. No: Though I have neither purpoſely avoided, 


nor ſought him, Fortune has not yet flung me in his 
Way. 


2 How know you then that this Accident has 
had the good Effect you boaſt of ? 


Val.' Oh! very well; you may be ſure that Goſſip 
Fame was very induſtrious in her Calling upon this Occa- 


——-fion; beſides, my Lady Tattle was there and ſaw it all, 


who, I hear, immediately made ſome Pretence of leav- 
ing the Company, and fo tir'd her Coach-horſes before 
ſhe could finiſh her Buſineſs, that they had much ado to 
draw her home. Among the Reſt of her Acquaintance, 
ſhe made a Viſit to Sir Paul himſelf; and this Morning, 
as 
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as my Man Plotauell tells me, he has made my Father an 
early Viſit; ſeem'd as full of ponderous Cogitation, deep 
Concern, and wondrous Perturbation of Mind, as if the 
Turks had raviſh'd the Lady of Laretto, and Stocks in Ex- 
change- Alley had fallen 10 per Cent. upon the News; and 
after ſome ſhort Diſcourſe, wherein warm Words were 
over-heard, he went his Way, and preſently a Whiſper 
run thro* all the Family that the Match was quite broke 
off; and now I hope you are of the ſame Opinion. 

Mor. I with it may prove ſo; but methinks all the 
Towers of Joy, and Caftles of Aſſurance you have built, 
have their Foundation only in Probability. 

Val, Prithee what's the Matter with thee to-day, that 
thou art ſo much upon croſs Purpoſes ? Thou wilt neither 
follow good Advice, nor believe good News. However, 
a Turn tow'rds Sir Paul's will give you full Satisfaction. 

Mor. No, thou know'ſt I dare not be ſeen there my- 
ſelf ; but your Man Phtwell may have free Acceſs, and 
unſuſpected ſift out the Truth of all, 

Val. Agreed. .— But I have News for you Captain, 
not altogether ſo welcome. 

Beau. That Charlotte frowns ? That the dear charm- 
ing Maid's inſenſible of Love, careleſs of all my Pains, 
and deaf to all my Prayers? I know it well, you can 
have nothing worſe to tell me. 

Val. That's more than you know; at leaſt methinks 

you might have Patience to hear whether I have or no. 

Beau. Oh! I have worn her cruel Fetters long; unpi- 
tied figh'd, and told my Sufferings to a relentleſs Heart; 
can any 'Thing be worſe than this? 

Val. You ſhall judge: Sir Paw/ has receiv'd Advice of 
his Son Timothy's Arrival from Holland, and expects him 
in Town this Morning. You know the Old Man's De- 
fign of matching him to my Siſter, as ſoon as he ar- 


rives 
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rives, which in all Probability they'll put in Execution 
notwithſtanding my Match is broke off: Therefore now 


you're aware of the Danger, you had beſt endeavour to 


prevent a Surprize. 
Beau. I thank you for the Advice with all my Heart; 


but what can I do of myſelf? Oh! could I hope 
Val. Ha, ha, he! poor Beaufort, you are a fine Maſ- 

ter indeed, to corre& in Worthy what wants the ſame 

Correction in yourſelf. But, Faith, you Lovers are 


all of a Piece, all guilty of the ſame Failings; and yet 


Nobody more apt to find fault with you than yourſelves 
are with one another. 

Beau. Prithee, what would'ſ thou have me do? 

Val. Do ? why carry on the Siege like a Soldier ; thou 
canſt not expect the Town ſhould ſurrender upon the firſt 
Summons. Methinks, Captain, you ſhould underſtand theſe 
'Things better ; there are regular Approaches and Batte- 


ries, Mines and Countermines, Conduct and Courage, 


requifite in Love, as well as War; an humble, awful, 
obſequious Diſtance ne'er will do: Come, come, follow 
my Advice, and I'll warrant you we'll thaw this frozen 
Fair. But in the mean Time ſomething muſt be done to 
prevent the impending Danger of Sir Paul's Son. 

Beau. Where's your Man Plotavell, Valentine? That's 
a ſhrewd intriguing Varlet, and might be ſerviceable in 
this Buſineſs. 

Val. Tl fend him to you, he's at both your Services, 
Gentlemen. 
Beau. and Wor. We thank you Sir. 
Val. In the mean Time I'm engag'd to make poor 
Silvia a Viſit. Adieu Gentlemen. | 

Wor. Farewel. 
Beau. Fortune aſſiſt us all. (Exeunt.) 


SCENE 


the For ct off Love. 


ScENE Sir Toby's Houſe, 


6 Enter Sir Toby alone. 

Sir Je. Why! what a ſly young Dog is this Son of 
mine, to keep a Whore all this while and nobody ever 
miſtruſt any Thing of the Matter! And what a fine Ket- 
_ tle of Fiſh he has made of it. Here's all untwiſted ! Old 
Pliant in a Huff, the Match broke off, my Wedding- 
Gueſts to be diſappointed, and myſelf to be pointed at for 
an old Fool into the Bargain. But if I don't fit him, 
ſay my Name's not Toby; I'll find out Ways ſhall cool 

his Courage as well as Matrimony, I'll warrant him. 


Enter Plotwell, Sir Toby and he not feeing one another. 


Plot. Now if this ſhould be but a Feint of the old 
Fellow's ? | 

Sir To. If I ſhould now inconſiderately fall foul on 
him about this Buſineſs, I know the Rogue will have a 
hundred Evaſions ready to excuſe himſelf, and lay the 
Blame upon Sir Paul's cauſeleſs 3 and the "like. 
— But let me ſe m_— 

Plot. To ſuffer ſuch a Belief to ſpread, as if the Match 
was broke off, ſo to lead my Maſter into a Fool's Para- 
diſe, and then trap him like a Woodcock, before he 


knows where he is, or can lay any Plot to undermine 


him. 

Sir To. What if I ſhould diſguiſe the Matter a little, 
and carry Things on ſtill as if the Wedding went for- 
ward? Then when the Dog thinks all's in earneſt, ſees 
himſelf driven to the laſt Puſh, and that Shifts will no 
longer ſave him ; then I > ſhould ſneak, and 
; er- 
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refuſe to commit Matrimony at laſt, (as I take it for 
granted he will, by what J heard him ſay to my Lady in 
her Fits laſt Night) the Fault will lie all at his own 
Door; and then I'Il teach him a Love-Leſſon with a 
Horſe por to him. 

Plot. He's a cunning old Sophiſter, Faith. | 
Sir To. I hear Sir Paul's Son Jim is come home too: 
He has no Reaſon to fly from that Bargain, tho' he may 
from this. But "now I think on't, rather than fail, I'll 
ſettle all my Eftate upon Sir Paul's Son Tim with my 
Daughter, and be reveng'd upon my ungracious Dog 


that Way. 


Pit. A damn'd long-headed old Fellow. 
Sir To. But hold, here's my Rogue's Rogue, — he's 


hatching no Good P11 be ſworn. . You, Sirrah. — 


(To Ph.) 

Phot. Afide.) Talk of the Devil and his Horns appear. 
*Slife the old Fellow's upon me before I was aware of 
Kim. 

Sir To. Photavell ! 

Pht. Holo! Who are you? [(Pretending not to know 
| ¶ bim. 

Sir To. Come hither, Sirrah. f 
| Ter. What would the old Prig have ? 

Sir 70. What's that you mutter? 

Plot. About what, Sir? 

Sir To. What! Your Rogueſhip knows nothing of the 


| Matter now I warrant you. — M y Son keeps a Whore, 


a the Town rings on't. 
Pl. The Town's mighty well FA) Faith, 
Sir To. Do you mind what I ſay, or not, Sirrah. 
Plot. Oh! every Word Sir. 
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Sir To.. ironically.) But now to pry buſily into theſe | 


weighty Secrets and Intrigues, will look rigid and im- 


pertinent in a Father. = What's paſt I ſhall forget; 


for the Truth on't is, I have giv'n Way to his Youth, 


let him indulge his Extravagancies, and ſow his wild 


Oats without Controul : But 'tis high Time now for 


him to put on graver Airs, and purſue more ſolid, and 


ſubſtantial Pleaſures ; therefore I beg the Favour of you, 
good Mr. Plitvell, ſince I know no fitter Man in the 
World for the Buſineſs, that you'll pleaſe to uſe your In- 
tereſt, and perſuade him to take up and reform. 

Plat. My ſhallow Noddle, Sir, can't comprehend the 
Drift of all this. 

Sir To. I know theſe roving, wenching Fellows, have 
more Qualms at the Sound of Matrimony, than an old 
Puritan at the Hum of an Organ, or Sight of a Chy1i/t- 
mas- Pye. s 


Plat. So People ſay indeed 


Sir Ta, And as Rogues moſt commoniy are their Pri- 
vy-Counſellors, ſo they moſt commonly take Advantage 


of their blind Sides. 
Plat. Faith, Sir, Pm ſtill in the Dark. 
Pl. Aye, Dark, Sir; I am plain, downright, ho- 
neſt Tom Plotwell, for my Part, and don't underſtand your 
Worſhip's figurative Way of ſpeaking, not I Sir. 
Sir 70. What then, nothing but plain Engliſh will pe- 
getrate your Numſcull, ha? | 
Pht. Nothing elſe Sir, indeed. | 
Sir To, Why then, hear me, Sirrah: If I catch your 
politick Brains at work To-day, or making the leaſt At- 
tempt tow'rds defeating my Deſigns, and diſappointing 
my Son's Wedding ; you ſhall find to your Coſt, that you 


C3 are 
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are making a Laſh for your own Back. Bridewwe!! ſfiall 
be your Portion; there beat Hemp, and be hang'd; and 
if ever thou eom'ſt out but to be hang'd, I'll beat Hemp, 
and hang for you. —— Is this plain Eng/;þ Sir? 
Fs your weak Capacity able to comprehend the Mean- 
ing of this, ha? 

Phe. Fair and ſoftly goes far, Sir; threatned Folks 
hve long. 

Sir To. Rogue, do you jeer me too? But take fair 
Warning, and keep your Neck out of the Collar; for if 


I catch it in the Nooſe, I'll make thee an Example to 
all the politick, pimping, pick-thank Rogues in the 


Kingdom, you Dog, you. (Exit Sir Tob. } 

Plat. ſolus.) Why faith, my very good Friend Plot- 
abe thou muſt look out ſharp, and behave thyſelf like 
a age, politick Varlet; ſor harg me, but the Old Put's 
in earneſt; all our Caſtles are built in the Air, and Ma- 


| trimony is the Word at laſt; and if I can't outwit him, ei- 
ther I ſhall be hang'd, or my young Maſter married, 


and that (God knows) will be the utter undoing of one of 


us. I'm in a deviliſh Quandary, methinks, whether I 


had beſt plot for the Son, or wheedle in with the Father. 


is bad either Way: If I forfake my Maſter Valentine, 


and he in Grief of Heart ſhou'd truſs himſelf up, and I 
ſhould find him like a remantick and deſpairing Lover, 


pendant on a Willow, by a purling Stream, his Death 
will moſt certainly lie at my Door; and if I am catch'd 


in his Intereſt, the old Gentleman will be as good as his 
Word, and ſo I ſhall be aeceſſary to my own; and 'twill 
be a plaguy hard Matter to bubble him. But then again, 
my Honour forbids that I ſhould forſake my Maſter in 
Kis Diſtreſs. Well then, I am reſolv'd it never ſhall be 
_ but that ls a Man. of Honour, _ ire 

pite. 
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Spite of Bridewel], the Gallows, old Toby and all, my 
Maſter Valentine ſhall find me ſound and true-hearted to 
the laſt. — Let me ſee. . Then, here has my wiſe 
Maſter, by the irreſiſtible Force of his natural Parts, 
begotten a Chopping Boy upon the Body of Mrs. Silvia; 
if this ſhould come to the old Man's Ears *twould make 
fine Work indeed. But upon ſecond Thoughts, I 
don't know but Something may be made ev'n of this to 
our Advantage, if I can perſuade em to leave Matters to 
my prudent Management. But firſt and foremoſt, I'II 
e'en purſue my Deſign of viſiting Sir Paul, and ſpy 
how the Land lies there; I'll find out the Truth and 
Bottom of all the Secret, I warrant *em. (Exit Plot.) 


SCENE Sidvia's Lodgings. 


Enter Valentine, Silvia, and Maid. 

Fal. Now, Silvia, I have teld thee all, and now I 
hope thou' rt ſatisfied. 

Silv. Yet ſtill methinks I fear and tremble, and dare 
not truſt my Fortune. 

Val. Oh! ceaſe my Silvia thy unkind Complainings ; 
let Love's Goddeſs with all her Train of Charms and 
Graces dance in thy Eyes, and triumph in thy Heart ; all 
vain and groundleſs are thy Fears ; let not a gloomy 
Thought o'er-cloud the Morning of our Joys, that dans 
ſo gaily on us ; wipe all theſe Drops of Sorrow from 
thy Eyes, and let em look ſprightly and piercing as when 
I ſaw thee firſt ; when as I oft by Stealth would viſit thee 
in thy religious Cell, they ſhot their Beams ev'n thro? 
the Hours of Night, and filently inform'd me that thy 
Heart was mine ; thatall thy Joys, thy Thoughts, the 
utmoſt Wiſhes of thy Soul, and ev'n thy Religion too, 
were allcompris'd in Love and Valentine. | 

C 3 Silv. 
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Silv. Oh, Valentine J could for-ever hear thee talk, 
for- ever feaſt my Thoughts on the dear Hours we've paſt 
together, on all the kind Diſcourſe, on all the ſweet. Va- 
riety of ſoft Endearments with which we have oft be- 
guiPd the tedious Hours away. But why do I call 'em 
tedious, ungrateful as I am to Love and thee? Time ſtill 
was on the Wing, and flew too faſt; whole Nights 
ſeem'd Moments while you talk*d of Love. Pardon me 
then Valentine, if when my timorous Soul has been a- 
larm'd with Apprehenſions that all the Summer of our 
Love is paſt, that we muſt ſtruggle with our adverſe Fate, 
and ſtand the Shock of a relentleſs Father's Frowns ; that 
when I'm, conſcious to. myſelf of being the wretched 
Cadſe of all this Ruin, my Senſes ſicken at the Thought, 
my Frame's. diſſolved, and all the Powers of my trem- 
bling Soul confounded. 

Val. Kind Silvia! F cannot bear to hear this fiom 

thee : By Heaven! it is too much, tis all a needleſs 
- Scene of Melancholy, anticipated Sorrow ; relieve thy 
Eyes with a more pleaſing Proſpect, look back on all our 
thouſand happy Moments paſt, and forward on ten 
thouſand Joys to come: Think on the happy Hour 
wherein the Prieſt perform'd the Sacred Rites ;. when at 
the Altar our kind Hands were joined, and ſwore eter- 
nal Conſtancy and mutual, Love: My Heart ſeems 
cheer'd with the dear Secret. 
Siu. There ſprung the Mine that ſhocks my Quiet! 
Miſtake me not, dear Valentine, nor think I am inſenſi- 
ble of all the Joys I owe to that ble(s'd Hour, but 
tis a Secret, (did you not ſay a Secret?) which if 
preſerv'd, your Father may think all he has diſcover'd 
but a yourhful Sally, may pardon it, and we be happy 
155 for all my e ſo center in thyſelf, that Lon 
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regardleſs of the empty Prattle of cenſorious Tongues, in 

my own Innocence ſecure ; but if betray'd, we're loſt. 
Val. It ne*er can be betray'd; theſe Lips have ever 

Iock'd it faſt, kept it in Reſerve, a private Store of inex- 


hauſted Comfort to entertain my ſickly Thoughts when 1 


am abſent from thee. I do conjure thee then by that 
important Secret, by that pretty, ſmiling, infant Pledge 
of Love between us, ſweet as his Mother's ſelf; by every 
Tye I do conjure thee, Silvia, ceaſe all thy Scruples, 
and diſpel thy Fears. 

Sikv. Thy Tongue can charm amidſt a thouſand Sor- 
rows, and thy Arms have Shelter in a Sea of Dangers. 

Val. Doubt it not, Silvia. 

Silv. I cannot doubt it. yo 

Val. Then for this Time, farewel, while I go fling 
myſelf in my Father's Way, face him, and fee. how 
temperately he bears his Niſappointment. 

Silv. Adieu! remember Silvia. 
b ( Exit Valentine. 

Silv. to Lucy. Oh Lucy! Is he not all engaging ? Is 
he. not all over Charms? his Tongue all Muſick, and 
his Eyes all Love? Was I to blame to love him ? 

Lucy. Indeed, Madam, I can eaſily acquit you of all 
Blame. 

Sify. Yet J have been to blame, to blame to liſten to 
his charming Voice: As ſafely ſure I might have heark- 
ened to the falſe Hyzna's Moan, or heard the Syren ſing; 
but oh! tis paſt, Nor ſhall I ever ceaſe while Life-ſhall 
laſt, -to doat upon the Tempter that undid me; ſtill love 
the Spoiler, yet bewail the Ruin. (M teps.) 

Lucy. Madam, I've often ſeen you ſorrowful, and 
weep for your Misfortunes, but never (ſave in broken 
Parts) have heard their. Cauſe ; may Lbe ſo bold to ask the 
Story of your Griefs ? Sik. 
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Siv. Yes, Lucy, thou ſhalt know it all. "Tis ſome 
Alleviation to a Wretch's Burthen to tell his mournful 
Story to a compaſſionate and faithful Friend, who will fit 
attentive by, hearken to his Tale, and ſooth his Pains 
with Pity. — You muſt know-then, that the miſerable 
Silvia is Daughter to the Chevalier de Boureau, a Knight 
of France, the once happy Lord of fair Demea ſnes, with- 
in the Province of Languedoc, who, ('tis now fifteen Sum- 
mers paſt) having the Misfortune in a Quarrel to kill a 
—a Nobleman of that Kingdom, was forc'd to fly to fave 
has Life, leaving his large Eſtate and Fortunes a Forfeit 
to the Law. My Mother died immediately with Grief, 
J had a Brother and a Siſter, whom my Father carried 
with him, the Companions of his Flight ; whither, Hea- 
ven knows, for I have neither ſeen or heard of either 
fince : Myſelf he left to the Diſpoſal of an Uncle, who 
provided for me in a religious Houſe. There Valentine 
being on his Travels, firſt ſaw, and ſaid he loy*d me; 
ſome unſeen Power then firſt taught me to love, and oft 
by Stealth he was admitted, and the filent Night was 
Witneſs to our Vows ; and Oh! let the bright Moon and 
all the glorious 'Train of Stars repeat the harmonious 
Sounds that charm'd my Ears, to be match'd only by the 
Muſick of their Spheres ; or let the Charmer's ſelf relate 
the Tale. No earthly Tongue but Valentine's can tell 
the Charms of Valentine. But Oh! it ruin'd me; took 
all my Senſes captive, and drew my Thoughts from Hea- 
ven to taſte of worldly Joys. And thus by his Per- 
ſuaſions, I contriv'd the Means for my Eſcape from the 
Monaſtery, and fled hither * The Reſt thou 

know ſt already. 

Lucy, Vour Fortune, Madam, is adventurous and 
ſtrange) — ſince all good 
| Quali- 
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Qualities that can enrich the Nuptial Tye, all that can 
grace a Man, or can endear a Husband, and make him 
worthy of a Woman's Love, do meet in Valentine. 

Silv. Oh! thou miſtak'ſt my Meaning Lucy; far, far 
be*t from me to blame the guiltleſs Valentine, the Guilt 
is all my own, and 'twere but juſt, that I alone ſhould 
pay the Forfeit to offended Heaven ; but alas! my me- 
lancholy Hours ſuggeſt a thouſand diſmal Apprehenſions; 
Misfortunes ſeem to preſs upon me like divine Vengeance 
for my broken Vows of Chaſtity ; and like a ſinking 
Wretch, I hold faſt Valentine, and draw him too into 
the fatal Gulph. | 

Lucy. Indeed, Madam, methinks you indulge Grief 
too much, nay, Grief imaginary too z you feel all the 
Pain e' er the Blow be ſtruck. 


So when by Tempeſis Mariners are toſt, ; 
Deſpair's in every Face, and all ſeems bft ; 

But watchful Providence at laſt appears, 

And ſafe to Port the lab ring Veſſel fleers. 

The frighted Crew wiew trembling from the Shore 
Their Dangers paſt, and hear the Billuus roar ; 

And <when the Storm is o'er, and calm the Main, 

Yet ſcarce dare venture out, or truſt her Smiles again; 


The End of the firſt Act. 
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Like thy Scheme well, Phawell ; 
but haſt thou inſtructed Snap/ach 
in his Part? Is he perfect? 

K Ris. Pll warrant you Sir, let me 
alone for that : I've giv'n him his Inſtructions, and he's 
by this Time at his Poſt by the Water fide, waiting for 
their landing. 

Beau. AY well: Succel attendthee, (Lit Beaufort. 
Phet. Faith, Plotwell, thou art all of a ſudden be- 
come a Man of great Buſineſs. I find myſelf a Man of 
mighty Conſequence among my Acquaintance : Were it 
not for me now, what a Number of fine Gentlemen and 

Ladies would be loſt? Loſt beyond the Cure of Cham- 

Os jr org argpery larger wee Ie 
r. Worthy, and my Maſter, muſt quickly take up their 

Lodgings either at the South Side of Moor: fieldi, or Ken- 
fington Gravel-Pits ; Mrs. Silvia muſt either turn Nun 
again, or die of the Vapoursz Mrs. Charlotte and Olivia 
turn Whores, or die of the Pip. Bleſs me! Sure I'm 
born to be a great Man. But no more, Time's pre» 
clous. 1 | 


Seins 
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SCENE, Billingſpate. 
Pedant and Timothy juft landed, <watch'd at a Diflance by 


ack. 


Ped. Happy be lucky, as the old Saying is, 
Thus are abe Innded on the welcome Shore. 


To ſtick cloſe to my old Friend Dryden's Skirts, a moſt 
incomparable Poet, whom I've a World of Reſpect for. 
Well! Mr. Timothy, but how do you like your Voyage ? 
What think you of the Sea now? 

Tim. Why, Tutor, I've been ruminating and rumi- 
nating upon the Nature of the Sea, and all to no Purpoſe. 
However, I here excommunicate it by Bell, Book and 
Candle; for the Devil a bit will I ever have to do with 
it again; it quite ruins us Men of Parts to all Intents and 
Purpoſes. The Deuce a Joke cou'd this prolifick Brain 
of mine furniſh me with all the Storm. But at Land 1 
uſed to have em at my 'Tongue's End, whether I would 
or no: Why, never ſtir, but I was dubbed Jolce- Maſter- 
General of Rotterdam. 

Ped. Well, chear up Child, however: You ſee, after 
a Storm comes a Calm: And we may ſay with the Poet, 


Thro' various Hazards and Events aue move, 
To Latium, and the Realms foredoom'd by Jove. 


With ſeveral other wiſe Sayings of the Antients to the 

ſame Purpoſe, | 
Tim. Ay, thoſe Antients were a wiſe Nation: But I 
proteſt Tutor I can't put the Storm out of my Head; I 
was never afraid of any thing ſo much in'my Life, as that 
I ſhould have been toſt up to the Skies before my "on 
| up" 
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Ped. Ay,. Je Heav'n algſt on ridgy Waves aue rode 3 
as the Poet hath it again. 


Snapſack comes forward. 


Snap. Gentlemen, an old Acquaintance of yours, 
meaning myſelf, welcomes you home to O/d England, 
and is heartily glad to ſee you here again alive and well. 
Perhaps, Gentlemen, you may not ſo perfectly remember 
me in this Habit of a Soldier ? 

Tim. You are not much miſtaken, Friend, Tbelieve. 

Ped. That is to ſay, Rem acu tetigiſti, as the Saying 
3s. 
Snap. But I remember you very well, and ever ſhall; 
I have been mighty intimate with Sir Paul Plant, your 
Father, ever ſince he was ſo kind as to let me lodge in 
his Houſe after I came from Travel. 

Ped. Why really Sir, you have an admirable good 
Memory: You have learnt the Art, I believe, which, 
by Cicers's Teſtimony, Simonides was ſo well verſed in. 

Tim. I proteſt I know no more of this Fellow, than of 
the Man in the Moon; but 'egad I'll banter him, to get 

my Hand in a little before I go home, that my Father 
may ſee how I have improv'd my Wit in my Travels — 
Hark'ye Friend ! What are your Clothes gone a travel- 
ling too? Ha! ha! he! 

Snap. I am but juſt arriv'd from the Camp before Be/- 
grade; I han't had Time to change them; for as ſoon as 
ever I had upon my Return paid my Reſpects to your 
good Father, and underſtood from him that you were 
hourly expected, I could not reſt till I ſaw you, and 
waited here for your Landing accordingly. | 


Tim. 
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Tim, Really, your Clothes are but in a ragged Condi- 
tion: What did they run away from their Colours? Did 
they ſhew a Back for't ? Your Back I mean, Friend. 

Snap. Oh! Sir, Pm heartily glad you'll condefcend 
to make fo free with me. It's a very good Jeft indeed 
Sir; ha! ha! ha! I ſee you han't loft your old Talent. 
Nn. Oh! ho; I find he's acquainted with my Parts of 
old; egad I like him mightily, and won't be arch upon 
him any tonger, 1o I won't. But a very good Jeſt faith 
that of mine. Did they ſhew a Back for't, quoth J. 
I won't write it down before a Stranger, but Pl remember 
it by and by. 

| Snap. Theſe Slaſhes that you ſee Gentlemen, were all 
done by the Point of the Sword. My Hat likewiſe, fee 


what Havock the Battering Rams have made in't. Don't 


J offend you with the Smell of Gunpowder ? PLAN 
Pied. Oh! not at all Sir. Now have I quite and 
clean forgot this Gentleman; I'm aſham'd TI ſhould be fo 
forgetful of an old Acquaintance: However, that he 
ſhan't think me proud, I'll pretend as if I knew him.—I 
don't know what to think of it. But Amicus certus in 
re incertã ceruitur. My good old Friend, Pm glad 
to ſee you; welcome from the rough Muſick of the Wars. 
I hope you'll excuſe me if Time had in ſome Mea- 
ſure effac'd your Memory. Tempus edax rerum, as the 
Saying is. 
Snap. I find the old Fool's as good at ſcraping an Ac- 
quaintance as Iam. ( Aſide. 
Tim. But do you know him indeed, Tutor? let me 
know his Name pray ? 
Ped; His Name! Oh! ay! why his Name is— it i is, 


' apize on't! *tis juſt at my Tongue's End. 


Snap. My Name is Snap/ack Sir. 
Ea D Ped, 
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Ped. Right, ay, ſo it is; but tis very ſtrange that we 
ſhould forget Things that we know as well as our own 
Faces. 

Snap. Well 8 tis impoſſible "ud. me e to part 
with you, till we've all reviv'd our Memories with a 
Glaſs. 

+ Tim, With all my Heart, Faith! I long methinks for 
a chearing Cup, after this damn'd fatiguing Voyage of 
mine; my Brandy was all out before we had fail'd half 
Wa 

| Ped. It will not be . Wine enlivens our Parts; 
and after that I'll make a Copy of Verſes upon the Storm. 

Tim. Tutor, I'm afraid, if you make Verſes after 

drinking pretty ſmartly, you'll find a Want of Feet ; you 

know what I mean by Feet, Tutor; ha! ha! he! very 

well, I vow. I love myſelf moſt exorbitantly for that 

Witiciſm. Egad, I'm reſolv'd I will ſet that Joke down 
in my Book, if twere before an hundred Strangers. 

(Frites. 

Snap. There is a 8 a Friend of mine, hard 

by, whoſe Cellar is always (I thank him) at my Service ; ; 

there if you pleaſe III introduce ye. 

Ped. With all my Heart ; let us begone then. Ipræ, 

* Lead the Way Sir, I'll follow you. (Exeunt, 


ScEeN Ee, Sir Paul Pliant's, * Chamber. 


Olivia, Charlotte. 

Char. As I was ſaying, I think my Olivia will par- 
don my chearful bearing the Diſappointment of becoming 
Siſter to my Friend; when ſhe conſiders how ſtrong a 
Proof it is how much I value her 8 before my 
own. 


| Oliv. 
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Oliv. My deareſt Charlotte, thou wer' t always kind, 
nor art thou now to learn how to forgive the Frailties of 
thy Friend; for well thou know'it my Heart, and every 
ſecret Dictate of my Soul, I need ſay no more. 
But fure the Name of Siſter nevercould improve my Love 
to you, 

Char. Well, well, my Dear, never think or talk more 
of the Matter; all is as we wou'd have it, nay beyond 
Expectation ſo; but give me leave to ſay, that for my 
Brother's Sake, I wiſh ſome leſs ſevere Degree of Purga- 
tory, ſome milder ſofter Circumſtances had pav'd the 
Way to Happineſs. 

Olwv. You're in the right; nay, I proteſt that I my- 
ſelf, in the midſt of all my good Fortune, have ſome ſe- 
cret Reſerve (I think) of Sorrow; I'm ſure, at leaſt, tis 


Pity for unhappy Silvia. Oh Charhtte ! Sure it muſt 


be miſerable !——to be ſo expoſed - 
Char. Oh! name it not, iritolerable ! 
Ov. Then muſt ſhe be the Talk of every Company 


that ever heard the Name of Silvia; ſhe muſt bear the 
Rebukes of the Grave. 


Char. The Mirth of the Gay. 

Oliv. The Flouts of the Prude. 

Char. The Giggle of the Coquet. 

Oliv. The Impertinence of the Wits. 

Char. Scorn'd by the Men, and abandon'd by the 
Women. — 

Oliv. Star'd at by the Fools ; and, which is worſt of 
all, pity'd by the Wiſe.—-Oh ! what Woman can ſur- 
vive the Trial? Live to be pity'd! Oh the Reflection it 
produces in the Soul! to hear em tell how pretty Silvia 
was, recount hog ou Youth, each Charm, and every 

—_—_—— Grace; 
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Grace ; but give a Shrug at laſt, and cry what Pity tis 
ſhe was a 

Char. Oh! fye my Dear ; name not the odious Word. 

Oliv. A Word, in my Opinion, not always applied to 
proper Objects: The World is grown hypocritical, ill- 
natur d, and cenſorious, and I am griev'd to ſee how joy- 
fully we catch at eyery Opportunity to undoeach other.— 
The formal ſanRify'd Lady, that won't be ſeen out of her 
Place at Chapel. one Day for fifty Pounds, yet ſeldom 
fails to meet a private Friend in the Way Home, to make 
Amends for the Neglect of a lazy Huſband ; how greedily 
I ay will this Hy poente take Advantage of the unwary, 
undeſigning, generous Loyer's Frailty, and call Whore 
as devoutly as ſhe fings Pſalms ? 

Char. Your Reflection's juſt; but enough of this; let 

poor Sui, and her Misfortunes reſt. How ſtand Affairs 
with Worthy ? I have ſiſty Queſtions PUR SRO 
Secrets to impart, | T5, 

Ol. Een as theydids I've Jong fince od his Gn 
queſt, and nothing but n en en 
us one. | 

Char. Pretty Turtles! ha! hat ha! 

Oliv. Thou art a giddy Girl; but I muſt own I "RM 
the little Arts, the affected empty Levities, ſo many of 
our Sexes are fond of z methinks they are below the Dig - 
nity of human Nature, the're all Hypocriſy, and poor 
Diſguiſes; there is no more Mean between my Appro- 
bation and Averſion, and why ſhould either be diſſembled ? 

Char. Oh hideous ! I would not have Worthy hear thee 
for the World. Believe me, my Olivia, 75 Men are 
baſe and fickle, and muſt. be dealt with at their own Wea- 
pons 4 the moſt hymble, loving, conſtant Creatures upon 


Farth, if we can keep our Diſtance; but if we give em 
Power 
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Power o'er us, Oh! how the Tyrants lord it, inſ ult our 
Weakneſs, and deſpiſe their Conqueſt. 

Oliv. Oh! Charlotte, Charlotte, to theſe Politicks, by 
which you would prevent, we owe thoſe Grievances you 
ſo complain of; we by our miſtaken Conduct teach Man- 
kind Ingratitude, provoke em to be falſe, and blame em 
then for being ſo. Come, come, my Dear, let me ad- 

viſe you to quit theſe falſe Notions, and let you and J 
reform the Sex. 

Char. Arid would you then put off all pride, that glo- 
rious Bulwark of a Woman's Henour, and expoſe the 
Weakneſs of our Sex to the Impertinence 8 the Fops, 
and Triumphs of the Libertine ? 

Okw. No; but I'd be diſcreetly proud; diſtinguiſh 
Merit from its Foil; not ſooth the Vanity of forward 
Fops with ſilly Coquetries, but in a Moment daſh their 
Hopes; and when the Man of Honour, Senſe, and Con- 
ſtancy, ſuch as deſerv'd Regard, appear'd, and own'd his 
generous Paſſion, not play my little Artifices till T loſt 
his Heart, or taught it to degenerate from its native Can- 
dour, but meet his Love with Generoſity equal to his own, 

Char. Fye! fye! this is all romantick. 

Oliv. Thou canſt not bear to hear thy darling Follies 
blam'd ; what a Jong Fairy's Dance haſt thou led poor 
Beaufort? And yet I know thou lov'ſt him; 1 wondcr 
he can bear it; how can you be o unjuſt to bim, to 
Love, and to yourſelf ? P 

Char. Well, no more of the dull Subject now ; if your 
Tea be ready, let's in, and there if Pm in the Humour 
JU confeſs all the Secrets of my Heart. | 

Oliv. With all my Heart. \ pa] ( Exeunt, 
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| Pedant, Tim. ape, Plotwell ; in the 3 Sinking; 
Tim.. Well, in ſhort, it was a terrible Storm as ever I 
was in in my Life I ſhall never forget it as long as I 
live; Tm ſure I ſhall evermore have an Averſion to Wa- 
ter, and ſo my good Friend Saapſacl here's my humble 
Service to you, - (Drinks. 
. Phot. This Stam ef the Storm gives me a good Hint, 
and I ſhall put my Projeft in Execution preſently. 
Pedant walks about, ſcanning Verſes on his Pager: 
Tim. My poor Tutor and I thought never to have ſeen 
* Land again; ſo we both pray d, and confeſs'd all our 
Sins to one another; but between you and I, my Tutor 
has been a ſad wicked Dog in his Time. 
Dal. Come, fill the Glaſs about Gentlemen; methinks 
15 ſpirituous and edifying. | 
Szap, My humble Service to you, Sir, 
' Ped. I thank you, Sir, with all my Heart : Fill me 2 
Ss, 
Pit. Come, Gentlemen,  t'other Pumper, and Tu 


e ou a Song. 
i on / Plotwell nes * 


. Very ius indeed! Gd, I think I begin to be 
þ Come my good Friends, one Bumper to your 
Healths, and then I'll go and ſurpriſe the old Knight my 


Father with my Wit. (Pranks. 
Timothy endeavours to ere Plotwell' Song, and falls 
aſleep into a Chair, 


Pal. Ha! Timothy! / 

Hath gentle & leep, with fo ft Opyreſſon, ſeix d 

7 hy drowſed Senſe. — As the ſublime Milton hath it. 
Plot. 
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Plat. Mind your Cue, Snapſacl. | 
Ped. By Jupiter Ammon, my Pupil here has made his 

Exit. What will the old Knight ſay tous when we come 

Home ? 

© Snap. Come, come Sir, never fear ; he only wants a 


little Reſt after his Fatigue ; he'll wake again by that 
Time we have taken t'other Bumper... 
Ped. With all my Heart. 


Arms and the Man I fing; who forc'd by Fate, 
Aud haughty Juno's unrelenting Hate, 


Fill about, fill about. 


Expell'd and exiÞd ft the Trojan Shore. 
Long Labours both by Sea and Land he bore. 


| Ah! noble Virgil. charming Dryden ! Give me 2 
Bumper. 
Arms and the Man Tfing — (Drinks and falls aſleep. 


Plot. Now, now's the Time; pull off that Coat of 
thine, Srap/ack; they'll ne'er know thee again in thy 
Waiſtcoat. So now begin. 


Plotwell and Snapſack make a bellewing. 
Heav'n have Mercy on us! What a Storm is here 
Oh! Oh! Gentlemen, wake and to Pray'rs. 


Pedant and Timothy wake in a Fright. | 

Tim. Oh Lord! a Storm, a Storm! Pray, Tutor, let's 
to Pray'rs. 

Ped. A Storm, ſay you ? why as ſare as. Gun there 
is a Storm; it ſhakes the Ship ſo confoundedly I can 
ſcarce ſtand upon my Le gs. = 
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Hark, how the Cables mm tho fearful gallen Cries 
Aſcend; and ſable Night involves the Skies. 


Hang me, if I hadn' en forgot that we were a Ship- 
board. | 


The Furious Wind: the Fwelling $ arges beat. 


BGWnapſack within. _ 
Oho! all's loſt ; we're undone; ſhe lis, the ſinks! 
all ſhift for themſel ves. 


Ped, But ſee! propitious Stars do yet appear; 
There Pollux ſpines, and fulgent Caſtor there, 
( Pointing to the Candle. 


. Tim. "hl Mr. Pilot how 1 have we to live? 
Ph. Scarce a Quarter of an Hour; we're utterly loſt. 
Tim. Alack a Day! what ſhall I do? I ſhall certainly 


ſpue out of Fear. —Well! I'm refolv'd, if I am 
drown'd this Time, Þ ll never go another Voyage, Ah! 
Tutor, do but behold that great Wave there. | 


Ped. Ay, The felling Surges with a thund' ring Roar, 
Driw'n on each others Backs inſult the Shear. 


* the Poet ſays. | 
Tim. Well! I ſhall never I 1 to die. I'm ure! 1 — 


How wicked I have been in my Time ! How often have 


I got drunk How many Whores! Alack a Day !--- 
But now I think on't, my Tutor has been as wicked a 


Dog as I, that's ſome Comfort full. So Tutor, een let's 
Lo to iy together, * 


Ped. 
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Ped. With all my Heart. 


O thrice and four Times happy theſe, 
Whe under Ilian Walli before their Parents 4) d. 


Enter Maid. 

Maid. For God's-ſake, Phtwell, what's the Meaning 
of all this Noiſe ? If my Maſter ſhould hear 

Pht. Pox on thee for intruding ſo unſeaſonably; get 
thee in about thy Buſinebs. am (Shove ber in. 

Ped. Hah! Timothy, ſee there how a Sea-Nymph 
ſtood cloſe to our Poop juſt now. 

Tim. No, no, 'twas only a great Fiſh, 

Ped. A Fiſh! fay you. 

Tim. Ay, I'm ſure twas a Fiſh by her Voice. 

Snap. Ay, now ſhe's going, we're ſinking to the Bot- 
tom. | 

Tim, Oh! pray don't talk of finking ; I can never 
bear it, I am ſure. : Shift ſhall I make? Dear 
Fiſh, don't eat me, for" Tm my Father's only Son and 
Heir. 

Phe. Türe this Pik get upsn their Heads. (Ad. 
Alack ! we fink een now; ſhe leaks, ſhe leaks, amain 


( Throws the Piſihat upon "em, and lets em down a Traps 
Door into the Cellar. © 
Run down into the Cellar, Srap/ack, and drink 'em a- 
ſleep again; then all's ſafe: I'll be with you inſtantly, 
(Exit Snapfack. 
Ha ! ha! he! I vow to God, a very comical Out- of- the- 
way Tranſaction, this, 


Re-enter Snapſack. 
Snap. Pox on 'em, they're faſt enough already for one 


twelve Hours, I'll warrant em. Plat. 
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Pla. Tis very well; be within Call; perhaps I may 
want thy Aſſiſtance again. | 
| Snap. You needn't fear m. Exit Snapſack · 
Phot. J proteſt I can ſcarce forbear laughing at my 
own Comedy ; and if hereafter, 


By Chance, fome arch poetick Wag eſſay 
Or this to build the Model of a Play, 
De bum rous Scenes can never fail to phaſe, 
And univerſal Mirth in.a gay Audience raiſe. 


4 
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The End of the ſecond Al.. 
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A C T III. 
pit Enter Valentine ſolu. 
Fel. 


— ir then at laſt ? There is no other 

Way. — Sure he muſt melt, the 
hardeſt Heart muſt melt to ſee thy tender Beauties kneel- 
ing for Pardon; he muſt be charm'd to hear the Muſick 
of thy Tongue, be proud to call thee Daughter, and bleſs 
me for his Diſappointment. 


Enter Worthy unob ſerv d. 
What Devil has poſſeſs'd Sir Paul too? An Hour 
ſcarce is paſt ſince he flew off; my Love was loft, and I 
forſooth muſt wear the Willow. Now his Mind it ſeems 
is chang'd again, and I muſt wear the Wife. | 

Wir. The Devil you muſt. 

Val. Ha! Worthy, thou com'ſt in Time to help me 
curſe my Fortune. 

Mor. Ay, and my own too. I've over-heard the 
Matter as thou ſtood" raving to thyſelf. But how comes 
this about? It puzzles me to reconcile this ſudden 
Change of Politicks with Reaſon. 


Val. 
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Val. All that I know T1! tell thee. I juſt now met 
my Father: Son, ſays he, you're to be married To-day. 
Go Home and dreſs yourſelf ; go Home and hang your- 
{If had been as welcome to me; it fo confounded me, 
that I believe I look'd like an Afs before him ; not a 
Word cou'd I ſay, but made him an n Bow in- 
ſtead of an Anfwer. 

Wor. What's to be done? ſome ſeedy Counſel muſt 
be taken, or all's Joſt; Where's Phatwwe!! ? 

Val. Ithink I ſee him . the Rogue c: comes Jul 
in the Nick. 


| Euter Plotwell as ” haſte. 
Put. Where the Devil ſhall I find this Maſter of mine, 
now ? This is the Plague of us Serving-Men, we muſt 
hunt out our Maſters through all their Rambles, with 
the Sagacity of Spaniels, and ten to one if we are not 
uſed like Spaniels when we've done; tis a hard Caſe, 
but I muſt not reſt till I have found him. 
val. Hold, Phtwell! Whether ſo faſt ? 
Plot. fees Val.) Oh! Sir, you're the very Man I 
have been hunting after; (ſces Wor.) Od's my Life ; 
here's Mr. Worthy too. —Well,, Gentlemen, I'm heartily 
glad I've met with you, for my Errand lies between you 
both. 
Val. Oh! Plotauell, I'm ruin'd inevitably. 
Pt. Do but hear me Sir? 
Mor. We're both undone. 
Plot. I know the Ground of your Fears. 
Val. My Life lies at Stake, Platwvel!. 
Pit. Tm no Stranger to your Fears neither. 
Val. 'Sdeath! Plotauell! But my Father tells me 
Plot. As I hope to live, Gentlemen ! you'll turn my 
very Brains: I _— 1 know what you'd both be at: 


You, 
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You, Sir, for your Part, are in a Peck of Fears now, leſt 
you ſhould 'ſit beſide the Cuſhion 3 and you, Sir, leſt 
you ſhould jump into the Saddle. | 

Val. Thou haſt hit the Nail of the Head, Pleuel 

Pltw. If I have, there's no Danger of its driving, 
Gentlemen, take my Word for it. Hark you, Sir, (1 
Val.) Sir Paul will be no Father-in-law of yours to-day. 

Fal. Ha! What Grounds have you to think ſo? 

Plau. T'll tell you Sir, upon meeting your Father this 
Morning, I underſtood by him (after a long Detail of 
Particulars which paſſed in Diſcourſe between us) that 
notwithſtanding all our Hopes to the contrary, you were 
actually doom'd to be marry d to-day. However, I was 
reſolved the old Fellow ſhould not bubble me; there- 
fore, as ſoon as J got looſe from him, I ſet my Thoughts 
to work, and begun to compare Things together. — I 
could ſee no Buſtle about Houſe ; —the old Man walk'd 
moping about by himſelf, — bloody touchy and peeviſh— 
and his eldeſt Son and Heir to be married within this 
three Hours notwithſtanding. — Inconſiſtencies ; mere 
Inconſiſtencies, thought I. So, Sir, I immediately re- 
ſumed the Reſolution I had before taken, of viſiting Sir 
Paul's. 

Wor. Well ſaid; on with your Story. 

Phtw. When I came there, not a Mouſe was ſtirring, 
as I could find : In ſhort, Sir, all wasas quiet, and as little 
Sign of a Wedding there as at home. And I think, Sir, 
the Concluſion to be drawn from hence is pretty plain. 

Val. Why, as thou ſayeſt, Phtwel}, theſe are not ill 
Symptoms, truly. | 

Plot. Well, well, let us not triumph too ſoon ; we know 
a little by Experience, that the old Proverb adviſes well, 
Not to reckon our Chickens before he are hatched, 'Take a 


7 8 little 
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little of my ſage Direction along with you, Gentlemen, 


and Ill warrant you a good Iſſue; truſt the Helm to me, 
and fear not: But if, Gentlemen, you think it not in my 

Power to ſerve you, or, which is the ſame Thing, think 
you canſerve yourſelves better, e'en take your own way, 
Tl not be anſwerable for the Conſequence. I waſh my 
Hands on't. 

Mor. No, no, good Plotavell, we truſt all to thy Ma- 
nagement; and remember that my Life depends on thy 
Succeſs, 

Val. Well, what's to be done? 

. Phtw, Why, I would adviſe you to make all ſure, 
for fear of a Relapſe ;and that {fince, I'll pawn my Life, 
the old Folks defign no Wedding to-day) Mr. Worthy, 
take hold of the Opportunity, and not ſuffer the Bl to 
be baulk'd. 

Mor. I underſtand you not. 

Phtw. Why, een make her a viſit ; tell her the Dan- 
ger of Delay ; that ſhe has now an Opportunity ſhe may 
never have again; that the old Folks may once more 
change their Minds ; that then no Power upon Earth can 
ſave her. In ſhort, never leave her till you're mar- 
Tied. 

Mor. Thou talkeſt thou knoweſt not what; thou for- 
gett' ſt that I'm forbid the Houſe ; and that what you ad- 
viſe is impoſſible. 

- Phtw. For ſhame, for ſhame ! A Lover, and talk of 
Impoſlibilities! Come, come, I know your doubtful 
Humour, and have already provided you ſafe Conduct; 
and for the reſt, you muſt take care of yourſelf : Be at 
Eaſe, Sir, I have provided for you. I only beg one 
Word with my Maſter, and I'll wait on you inſtantly. 
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Wor. Excellent Platavell! be ſpeedy. — Valentine your 
Servant. (Exit Worthy. 
Val. For God's Sake, Plutell, what can my Father 


mean by all this? There muſt be ſomething more in the 
Bottom of it than I'm aware of. What ſhould: make 


the old Gentleman turn and wind thus ? 
Phtw.Why, I'll unravel to you the whole Myſtery, Sir. 


Tis very plain the old Gentleman is very much nettled at 


Sir Paul Plant's falling off ſo ſuddenly from his Agree- 
ment ; and that, as the Caſe ſtands, he does not know who 
reaſonably to blame for the Matter. Now, ſhould you 
ſeem at all averſe to his Deſign, you'll give him the only 
Handle he wants, to lay all the Blame upon you; and then. 
there will be the Devil to pay, I can tell you. 


Val. Why, thou wouldſt not have me think of a Com- 


pliance, would'ſ thou? 
Phtw. Why, Sir, in the firſt and foremoſt Place, you 
muſt conſider he's your Father, and you'll find it a very 


hard Matter to oppoſe him. Then, ſecondly and laſtly 


Sir, that Miſtreſs of yours, under the Roſe, is no better 
than a. 

Val. Hold, Villain, thy facrilegious Tongue, or I ſhall--- 

Phtw. Nay, Sir, uſe your Pleaſure with your Slave; but 
if I might adviſe, you ought to tell your Father that you 
are ready to ſubmit at all Times to his ſuperior Wiſdom 
and that if he thinks well of the Match, you are ready 
to comply. | 

Val. Would'ſt have me then belye my Heart? turn 
Hypocrite ? 

Plitw. Hypocrite ! Ha,ha,he,—'Tis all the F 1 Sir. 

Fal. I tell thee, I cannot do it. 

Phtw. Pray, Sir, be ruled. 


Fal. Prythee don't. perſuade me to it. 


E 2. Plates 


Pletw. The old Fellow's dumbfounded, faith. 
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Phtw. Well, mark the End of it. —Befides, Sir, no 
ill Conſequences can come of it; you need not fear the 
Danger of performing, promiſe never ſo luſtily; for ere 


it can come to that, I'll take care that Mr. Worthy and 


Mrs. Olivia ſhall be tack'd as faſt together as tis in the 
Power of Gown and Caſſock to do it; at leaſt, if they 


do their Part as well I do mine. But ſoft, here comes 
'your Father; look briſk, and remember what I have 
-faid to you. 


Val. No more; I warrant you. 


Enter Sir Toby.. 


Sir Toby afide.) So, fo, they're laying their politick 


Noddles together in deep, wondrous deep Conſultation, I 
perceive. 
Phtw. to Val. Have but Courage, dear Sir, to tell 


him you'll marry her, and if he gives you the leaſt hard 


Word, or any Harm in the World comes of it, I'll be 


bound to be hanged for my Pains. 


Sir Toby afide.) At it, at it; hard at it, faith, 
Phtw. Now, Sir, mind your Cue. 


Sir To. Valentine. 
_ Photw. Turn quick upon him, and ſeem ſurpriz'd at 


ſeeing him. 


Val. turning quick. T beg your Pardon, Sir, I did not 


ſee you ſooner. 


Phtw. Admirably well done i'faith, Sir. 

Sir To, Well! thou art ready to ga to Church, 753 
poſe, Val. 

Val. As I always have been, ſo I always ſhall be rea- 
dy to obey your Commands, Sir. 


Sir 
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Sir T6; I take it very kindly at thy Hands, Val. T' 
aſſure thee, that thou ſhew'ſt thy ſelf ſo dutiful, eſpeci- 
ally in this Affair. 


Phtw. Didn't I tell you how *twould work, Sir. 
| (Aide to Val. 
Sir. Jo. Well Val. be within Call, we ſfiall want you 
preſently. 

Val. I ſhall, Sir, (Exit. Valentine 
Sir. To. Well Platavell, what News abroad, hah *- 

Phtw. J hear none, Sir, not I. | 

Sir To. None at all, ſayſt thou? nothing ſtirring ?* 

Plotw. Nothing at all, Sir. | | 
Sir To. That's ſtrange, (Walks. about as in a Fret. 

Plotw. afide.) Now the old Gentleman's turn'd out of 
his Biaſs; he frets and fumes like a loſing Gameſter. 

Sir To. Can'ſ thou deviate for once, Pltavell, and tell- 
me, without your Hums and Ha's, the Truth, and no- 
thing but the Truth. 

Platav. J ſcorn to tell you a Lye,. Sir: 

Sir To. Well then, be ingenuous, and ſatisfy me only 
in this one Point: Does not this Wedding ftick a little in 
your Maſter's Stomach, hah ? Is he not prepoſſeſs'd ?* 
engaged elſewhere ? Does not he hunt other Game? I 
he not paſt the Cure of Matrimony ? 

Phtw. Oh! Sir, you're miſtaken in him: He's quite 
another Man than I find you think him. h 

Sir To. Indeed! Tſhould be glad to be convinced of it. 

Phtw. When you gave him his Swing, indeed, as he 
was but a raw Lad, as a Body may ſay, he would have 
his Bottle and Whore now and then, that's true. But. 
however, his Amours for the moſt Part were ſafe, as 
well as private; a She-Friend or two: that were above a 
Bribe, tho? looſe a little in the Hilts. You ſhould never. 
AW! | E 5. ſee. 
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ſee him board a Maſk at the Play-houſe Door; your 
Drury-Lane Ware wold never go down with him. He 
had always an Eye to his Reputation, that I muſt needs 
ſay for him. But now Sir, he actually thinks of nothing 
but a Wife ; he does not care how ſoon he ſettles ; and I 
think the ſooner tis done the better. 

Sir To. Methought he look'd a little melancholy, and 
out of Humour, for all that. : 

Plotau. He was a little nettled indeed, but not _ 
that Score, I'll paſs my Word for it. 

Sir. To. Pr'ythee, Plotwwell, what then? 

Phtw. Ah ! Sir, *tis not worth ſpeaking of. 

Sir To. Come, come, out with it: I muſt knows 
Phtawell. 

Platau. Tis next to nothing, Sir. 

Sir To. Pſhaw! what does the Blockhead trifle for? 
Tell me, I ſay. 

Phtw. I hope your Worſhip won't be angry then.: 
But he thinks you are a little too cloſe-fiſted ; that's all, 
Sir. 

Sir. To. Who, I, Plotarell ? 

Platau. Ves, you, Sir. Here, fays he, has my Fa- 
ther ordered a Dinner to Day, that ſcarce ſtands him in 
half a Piece; who the Deyil would take this to be a 
Wedding Feaſt ? And now, Sir, between you and 
T, if I may be ſo bold as to ſay fo, you ſhould have o- 
pened yaur Parſe firings a. little wider. In ſuch Caſes, 
you are ſenſible, tis expected; and, as tis but for once 
in a Man's Life-Time, ev'n Exrravagance is an Error on 
the Right Hand, Sir. 

Sir To. Have done, Sirrah, will you? I ſhan't afk 
your Advice in the Conduct of that Affair. Be gone; 
ſee if your Maſter wants you. 
| | Platau. 
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Platau. Iv'e nettled the old Gentleman, faith. 
( Exit. Plotauell. 
Sir To. What can the Dog mean by all this? There's 
fome Plot going forward, my Life on't.——PBut be it as 
it will, I may chance to ſnap em before they are aware 
of me. Let me ſee. My Son has promiſed, and he ſhalt 
perform. Upon that Foundation I'll proceed. If I could 
but ſtumble by Accident now upon my Neighbour. Pli- 
ant, and bring Matters round about a little, I fancy the 
Knight and I might agree well enough at laſt. As for 
my Son, he can't look me in the Face and fly from his 
Word: So I have no Apprehenſions on that Side. Egad 
PI go make the Knight a Viſit... No; that will be 
a little too forward. Odd's my Life, here he comes 
doddling alone in propria Perſona, faith; nothing can 

happen more opportunely. 


Enter Sir Paul Pliant. 
Sir Paul, you are well met, how have you done ſince 
Morning ? 

Sir Paul. You are the very Man J have been hunting 
after, Sir Toby. 

Sir To. Better and better. ( fide.) I'm glad Sir; I 
have ſaved you further Trouble; and that I have met 
with you fo luckily. 

Sir Paul. J am glad to ſee you with all my Heart, 
But, Sir Toby, there was a certain Perſon. (not to be par- 
ticular) that informed me, and faid, he had it from 
your own Meuth too, that your Son and my Daughter 
were to be married to-day, which you know, as well as 
J, is all falfe. Now my Buſineſs at preſent is, to know 
whoſe Brains are moſt addled, yours who faid ſo, or his 
who reported it abroad, Neighbour, 4 
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Sir To. Good Sir Paul, give me your Patience; and 
fince you tax me thus with a Particular which I did not 
in the leaſt expect, III tell you all I know of the Mat- 
ter in as plain a Method as I can; and as we have 


been Neighbours and old Friends, I don't queſtion 


but you'll judge ' favourably both of me and my Con- 
duct. 

Sir Paul. Out with it then; ſpeak your Mind freely; 
you ſhall have no Interruption on my Side. 


Sir To. Why then Sir Paul, you may eaſily remember 


what paſs*'d between you and J this Morning, when you 
thought fit to fly from your Bargain, for certain Reaſons, 


or rather Suſpicions of your own: After you were gone, 
you need not doubt but I was in ſome Meaſure concern- 


ed, not only at the breaking off an Alliance with a Per- 
ſon I fo highly regard as yourſelf, but likewiſe at my 
Son's Conduct, which had render'd him ſo obnoxious to 
you, and unworthy to be the Pledge of it. 

Sir Paul. Very reaſonable. 

Sir To. Thought I, what Method ſhall I take with 
this unhappy Son, that becomes the Character of a pru- 
dent Father? It had ever been my Obſervation, that 
the gentleſt Phyſick operates the moſt effectually upon 
ingenuous Minds. I remember too, that Valentine had 
in all ReſpeQs, till then, behaved himſelf moſt dutifully 
to me; nay, ev'n in this Point of Matrimony, (not- 
withſtanding all the ſuſpected Pre-engagements of his 
Affection) was, or pretended to be, ready to obey me: 


I likewiſe recollected all the Sallies of my own Youth, 


.and made Allowance by my own Experience. 
Sir Paul. Very prudent, 
Sir To. Not, Sir Paul, that I'would have you think 
me all the tender, pathve Father, nor ig iorant or 
thought- 
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thoughtleſs of the Reſentment and Authority of a Pa- 
rent; ſo that the Circumſtances of the Affair ſeem'd to 
reduce my | Reſolution to a Sort of a Dilemma. If I 


Paſs all tamely by, I give the World an Opportunity, 


and juſtly too, to blame my Conduct, and my Son occa- 


ſion to deſpiſe me. If I fall foul upon him, rate him 


for his Follies, and act the ſeverer Part, tis poſſible he 
may ſo excuſe himſelf, as to make me repent my Raſn- 
neſs; for how naturally might he fay. Yourſelf, Sir, 
have already preſcribed a Remedy for theſe Diſeaſes : 
The Time is coming when I muſt live to pleaſe a Wite : 


In the mean Time, it has been a Fault of Ignorance, if 


I haveliv'd topleaſe myſelf. 
Sir Paul. Very conſiderate, truly. 
Sir To. In ſhort, I reſolv'd to ſteer a middle Courſe, 


if poſſible, as the only proper Method I had to purſue : 
I determin'd therefore, to conceal all the Diſagreement 


between yourſelfand me from him, and ſo to carry Mat- 


ters as if the Match had ſtill gone on, and no Demurrer 
been: The Conſequence I propoſed to myſelf from 


thence, was to ſound the Bottom of my Son's Inclinations, ' 
and have ſufficient Ground to deal with him accordingly.: 
If he refuſe to commit Matrimony, ſaid I, when it 


comes to the Pinch, I ſhall then be fatisfied that there 


is ſomething more than youthful Frailty in the Matter, 
and that Sir Paul's Suſpicion is but two well founded: 
If he holds firm and eager for the Change, then he ſuffi- 
ciently clears himſelf of the moſt material Part, at leaſt, 
of the Charge; and I don't queſtion but Sir Paul will be 
eaſily induced to hear Reaſon, and all Things be in fats 


qi. ; | | 
Sir Paul. Why truly, Sir Toby, I think you give 2 


very fair and honeſt Account of the whole Matter; and I 


Cannot 
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cannot chuſe but ſay, you have, in my Opinion, behav'd 
yourſelf with great Wiſdom in the Aﬀair, I approve 
of your Scheme mightily : But, pray Neighbour, how 
does it ſucceed; by this Time you are capable of giving 
a great Gueſs. Had I not Reaſon for my Refuſal ? 

Sir To, I muſt confeſs, Sir Paul, I cannot blame your 
Caution: But I'll aſſure you, upon the ſtricteſt Enquiry 
-I can make, I cannot find any Thing more in this Bu- 
ſineſs of Silvia, than a youthful Frolick, or ſo, You 
know, Neighbour, we were both young once ourſelves, 
and ſhould not be too ſevere in our Cenſures; but as to 
the Buſineſs of the Wedding, III promiſe you he ſtands 
hard and faſt to it. I'm afraid the poor young Fel- 
low will break his Heart if he ſhould be _ 
Pointed. 

Sir Paul. A, a, a, ah! Sir Toby. (/paking his Head. 
Sir To. Come, come, I warrant 'twill be a Diſappoint- 
ment on both Sides: For your pretty Daughter's Sake, 
for my Son's Sake, and for old Acquaintance Sake, let 
me intreat you to lay aſide all cauſeleſs Prejudice, and give 
me no Denial; but let the Wedding go on upon the 
ſame Foot I propoſed it, and to which you then readily 
conſented. 80 

Sir Paul. You may ſpare your Entreaties, Neighbour ; 
you know I'm not obſtinate ; if you think 'twill be ad- 
vantageous on both Sides, een let it be done without 
more ado: But if you think they won't both draw one 
Way, we had better never yoke them together. I'd 


have you weigh the Matter very deliberately, Neigh- 


bour ; look round ere you leap, and put the Caſe all 
Ways; ſuppoſe my Olivia to be your Daughter, and your 
” . my Son. 


3. Sir 
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Sir To. I do ſo, Neighbour; nay I have done ſo. I 
have view'd the Scheme on all Sides, put all Caſes, and 
every new Caſe I put gives me a better Opinion of the 
Cauſe. 

Sir. Paul. Why, without any more Pro's and Con's, 
if you are verily perſuaded in your Mind that they'll 
make a happy Pair, the Fault ſhall not lie at my Door, 
I promiſe you. The Terms of Accommodation are 
agreed on. 

Sir To. Once more then 'tis a Bargain; your Hand 
upon't. Really, Sir Paul, I always had a particular 
Regard to your Name and Character; and: as a Teſtimony 
of it, you ſee how ambitious I am to unite our Fa- 
milies. 

Sir Paul. And I aſſure you, Sir Toby, I've always had 
an equal Eſteem for you; and as a Proof of my Sincerity, 
J particularly invite your Daughter Charlotte to the 
Wedding. To be plain with you, I have Letters that 
the Ship wherein my Son is, came up the River this 
Morning; ſo that expect him home every Moment. 
You know we have formerly often talk'd of making a 
double Union of our Families ; if you're ſtill of the 
ſame Mind, I think we may take the Opportunity of 
performing both Ceremonies as once, and fave Charges, 


Sir To. Nay, now, my good old Friend, you are too 
kind. Tt ſhall be ſo with all my Heart. 
Sir Paul. I'll home and get every Thing in Order, 


and expect you within theſe two Hours. 


Sir To, I'll do the ike, and wait on youat your Time. 


( Exit Sir Paul. 
Sir To. I brought the old Knight about at laſt with a 


Circumbendibus, Egad, I play'd my Part like an Ora- 
| tor 
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tor with him. God a mercy, old Toby, faith. Well! 
I muſt go and look after my young Rogue tho', or he 
may chance to play me a ſlippery Trick at laſt. 


( Exit Sir Toby. 
SCENE, Sir Toby's. 


Enter Plotwell, and Snapſack in the Habit of a Sea- 

Captain. 
Plot. So, I ſee thou haſt equipt thyſelf for carrying on 
our Deſign upon our Captives. I have already ſeen 
them, and prepoſſeſt them of their being taken Priſoners 
at Sea, by a Pirate, whoſe Name is Captain Scare-Dewil. 
Remember therefore that is your Name now. 

Snap. IIl warrant you. 
Pl. I'm your Jaylor, I'll let you in to them. 

( Exeunt, 
Pedant and Timothy in the Cellar. 

Tim. Well! didn't I behave myſelf bravely, Tutor ? 
Didn't I fight like a Tyger ? 

Ped. Ay, that thou didft ? | 

Tim. Come, come, Tutor, have a good Heart; ne- 
ver let your noble Courage be caſt down, as the Saying 
is; many a valliant Man has been forc'd to ſurrender be- 
fore now. 

Ped. Tis very true, and the Poet very well ad- 
viſes, 


By ſuffering well, our Fortune <ve ſubdue, 
Fly when ſbe frowns, and when ſhe ſmiles purſue. 


But the worſt of it is, Mr. Timothy, that I'm afraid the 
worſt is ſtill to come. We know no more where we are 


than 
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than the Stone Wall, nor how to ſend your Father an 
Account of our Diſtreſs, in order to our Redemption; fo 
that for aught I can ſee, we are likely to remain all 


our Days in Captivity. 


Vm. Ah Lord! Tutor, tis very true as you ſay. I 


vow to God, I never thought one Word of that all this 
while. Ah! my poor Father, I ſhallne'er inherit your 
Eſtate now. Well! I think tis an unlucky Thing to be 


witty. My Father often forewarn'd me, if I had had 


the Grace to follow his good Advice. 


Ped. Ah! Mr. Timothy, I told you enough on't too, 


long ago: I hate (as an, incomparable Author has it) a 


young Gentleman of a too forward Genius. But 
alas! how comes it that I talk fo politely in the Height 
of my Affliction? But now I think on't, Ovid wrote his 


Book de Triſtibus during his Misfortunes. 


Ingenio perii,  Naſo Poeta, meo. 


Enter Snapſack, attended by Plotwell. 


Snap. Where are the Priſoners ; ; Jaylor bring 'em 
forth. 


Pied. Coram quem queritis adſum, Troius Aneas? 


Tim. Tutor, Tutor, this is the Captain; pray tell him 
who I am. Do but obſerve with what a majeſtick * 
he comes. 


Ped. Like poliſb' d Ivory beauteous to behold, 
Or Parian Marble when enchac'd in Gold. 


Tim. By F upiter Ammon, I'm all in a Sweat for fear. 


—] wiſh I mayn't.— I'll fay no more. But I think 
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all the Breath in my Body will fly out at che Back Door, 
in Spite of my Teeth. 
Snap. Like Cæſar, I may ſay, I came, T faw, and 
conquer'd ; and as I can conquer, I can deftroy or ſave 
Juſt as the Merit of my Foes hall. plead. nn, 
may prevail, when Never Can. | 
Tim. Lord bleſs me! how he bluſters! her ive 
1, for the Heart's Blood of me, crack one Jeſt. upon him, 
tho Pve half a Hundred at my Tongue's End; full of 
ſuch Wit, ſheer Wit egad, chat I could eut him down 
«whip flap dafh in the Cracking of a Nut. 
Snap. I underſtand by the reſt of the Ship's Crew, 
your Names and Qualities ; and have difpatci'd Letters 
to Sir Paul Pliant in England, that if he thinks fit, he 
may redeem you. 
Ped. — Ata vi: alte Regibus, O & rafidium & 
dulce decus meum ! 
Tim. Odſo, I begin to have a little Heart again. | 
Now, methinks, he talks as if he had ours Grace in 


him. 
Snap In the mean Time you muſt content yourſelves 


with your preſent Quarters. —— Jaylor take Cate 
of em. ( Exeunt Snap. and Plot. 
: Phe. I ſhall, Sir. 

Dim. As ſure as Death, as he went away, he gave 
me a Nod and a Smile: He couldn't but be taken 
with my Wit; Faith and Troth he couldn't. 

Ped. The incomparable Plautus wrote a Comedy, 
call'd the Captive, Oh! Plautus, thou wert a Poet and 
Prophet too; for now we are truly Captives. But 
what muſt be, muſt be. 


The End of the Third AF, 
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I Rf Y THEE, . think, contrive 


| ==: . good Fortuns hitherto has been in 
— voain, tho' I have ſcap'd the Man 
I lik'd not, if F am baniſh' d from the Man I love. 

Betty. Never fear; Madam; a Woman's Invention 
ſeldom fails her in theſe Caſes; and I'll warrant you, 
one Way or other, I'll do your Buſineſs for you. *_ 

Oliv. But doſt thou conſider, Girl, the Difficulty of 
the Undertaking? Thou know'ſt that I'm” watch'd 
as narrowly as a Priſoner of State ; and all-the Doors 
and Avenues are guarded againſt Worthy, as againſt a 
Rapparee. Nay; my Father has repreſented him as 
fuch amongſt our Servants. Thou know'ſt what a 
Houſeful of Blunderbuſſes, Bandaleers, and Basket-Hihs 
we have kept on purpoſe to guard us from the Monſter ; 
and that if Worthy were ſuſpected to be within Eye-Shot 
of the Houſe, what an Alarm we ſhould have; al] 
would be in Arms; the Militia would march, and the 
Heroes cock and ſtrut like ſo many File Ln A 
Lord-Mayor's Day: Therefore canfderwhat kn dad, 
for God ſake. 


Fa Betty 
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Betty. However, I ſay ſtill, Madam, deſpair not; 
methinks this Day's happy Deliverance ſeems to be an 
Earneſt of yet better F ortune. 


2 nter F — 
Foorb. Madam, there's one Mr. Pad the Stay-maker 


below, has brought your Ladyſhip's Stays. 


Oliv. Oh dear! let him come up ; he's as good as 
his Word I find; I warrant poor Stitch work'd all 


Night, for fear of diſappointing a longing Lady on her 


Wedding Day ; but, as it happens, he need not have 
made ſuch haſte : However, F promiſe myſelf they'll 
ſerve ſome much happier Occaſion, than that they were 
deſigned for. 


Enter Worthy, Heath like Pad. 

Betty, as he is en ring. Lord! Madam, I think this 
is not Mr. Pad; and yet I think tis Mr. Pad too: I 
knozy not what to think; but if it be Mr. Pad, I'm ſure 
he's ſtrangely alter'd within theſe two Days. | 

As Olivia looks at 125 he diſcovers . 
Oliv. Warthy! 

Mor. See my Olivia, br Diſguiſes Love can teach 
us! Almizhty Love that transform'd Fove into a Swan, 
and made his heroick Son's victorious Club dwindle 
to a Diſtaff, has made of me een what you ſee me. 

Oliv. But how durſt you venture? How comes all 
this to paſs ? Methinks I have twenty Queſtions to aſk 


thee, and would have _ en all at once. Pardon 
my Tranſport, Worthy. 


Wor. Deareſt Olivia, this is no Time for Queſtions, 


or for Anſwers; thus much only I may tell thee, that 
4 5 s Man Platævell's Contrivance, I apply'd 


myſelf 
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myſelf to honeſt Pad the Stay- maker, who was eaſily 
prevail d upon to depute me to wait on your Ladyſhip' 
with your Stays this Morning in his rbom.— Will 
your Ladyſhip pleaſe to try em on? 

Oliv. No, no matter Mr. Pad, at preſent; I thank" 
my good Angel, IJ have not ſo urgent an Occaſion for 
em as I feat 'd I ſhould. But have you broughityour Bill 
with you, Mr. Pau? 

Wer. Yes, Madam; and the Sum's a large one, a 
long Aceoùnt of faithful Love, with all its Train of 
Sufferings; tis Time *twere own'd, and the Balance 
paid; Thin, my Olivia, ſuch an Opportunity ne er 
may come again. Vour Wedding, ſure, by the Hand of 
Providence is put off: But as your Father has chang'd 
once, who knows but he may change again? Nay, 
who knows how ſoon it may be ſo? Therefore now, 

my Deareſt; now 's the Time to prevent all future Ha- 
zard; redeem yourſelf” from ybur Captivity ; — reward 
my faithful Love, and make us both happy. 

Oliv. What can we do? 
mor. This Moment leave thy Prifon, - and makethy- 
ſelf my Wife. 

Oliv. Impoſſible! Thou know'ſt not what thou 
ſay'ſt. 

Nor. Impoſſible ! Tis eaſy, very eaſy ; I have pro- 

vided every Thing; all but your Conſent is ready. 

Betty. Nay, Madam, now it all lies at your own - 
Door, and if you loſe this Opportunity, as Mr. Yorthy- 
ſays, you - muſt e' en thank-yourſelf : Come, come, ne- 
ver ſtand between Hawk and Buzzard; venture, ven- 
ture; I'll be anſwerable for the Conſequence Egad, 
Fd ſain ſee a young Gentleman ask me the Queſtion 
10 9 ſo I would. | 

F 3 Ov. 
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Oliv. Heav'n knows how willingly I would conſent ; 


but methinks what you propoſe is of too ſudden Birth, 


and full of Hazard: Beſides the Winter of our Loves | 
does all ſeem paſt, and the gay Spring appears. What 


need we hazard all at once? Time lies before us; the 


Proſpect is far extended; we ſhall have a thouſand Oppor- 
tunities to execute this Project, when every Branch of it 


ſhall have been wy weigh'd, and every Circumſtance 


conſider'd. 
Wor. Talk not of Conſideration, or of Weight, Oli- 
via; the Loſs of all this Time in doubt, is of more 


Weight than all ; nor truſt thy Fortune to a ſecond Caſt, 
when *tis thy own already. 


Betty. *Slife, Madam, I hear my old Maſter come 
coughing up Stairs; we're all undone : What ſhall we 
do? This comes of your conſidering. Mr. Worthy, 


you muſt transform youſelf once more into Mr. Pad; 


there, take your Stays in your Hand. 


As Sir Paul ents Olivia ſpeaks. 

Oliv. I can't ſay but I like your Work well enough, 
Mr. Pad; but I ſhan't wear em to-day, as I expected; 
ſo you may leave the Stays with my Maid, and call 
again to-morrow, or any Morning, and I will try 
'em on. 

4 (Worthy 7s going. 

Sir Paul Hold, old! who's this; Daughter ? Your 
Stay-maker, ha? Stay a little; you muſt wear your 
Stays, Daughter, ſooner than you think for: I have 
juſt now been with Sir Toby Tefty,. and we are once 


more agreed: He has given me full Satisfaction in all 


my Scruples; ſo get yourſelf ready as faſt you can, and 


come down into the great Parlour; in the mean Time, 
Ill 
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Pll go fetch old Noverint the Scrivener, that we may | 
ſign and ſeal ; and then my Chaplain ſhall perform the , 


remaining Part of the Ceremony. 
Oliv. Hear me, Sir, one Word, I beſeech you. 


Sir Paul. Hear thee ? What ſhall I hear? I think | 
I've done all that a Father can do for thee. I've pro- 


vided you with a pretty young Fellow for a Huſband, 
and *twill be his Part to do the reſt. #25 

. Oliv. Sir, I would know a little what Satisfaction 
you have met with, that has ſo ſuddenly induced you to 
entertain an Opinion of Sir Toby's Son's Morals, ſo 
widely different from what you did two Hours ago : 
The Reaſons you then gave me for your Diſlike, 
have ſway'd ſo much with me, that till I've Demonſtra- 
tion of his Innocence of the Crimes laid to his Charge, 
I muſt confeſs I've an Averſion to him. 

Sir Paul. Poh! Poh ! I'Il have none of your Averſions; Y 
tis enough that I am fatisfied ; pray ſet your Heart at 


reſt, and do as I bid you; and ſo good-morrow to you: 


D'ye hear, Mr. Pad, pray try on her Stays. 
( Exit Sir Paul-, 


mor. Now, my Olivia, tell me was my Counſel 


vain ? | 

Oliv. Nor is it yet too late to follow i it 

Betty. Nay, now 'tis abſolute Self-defence. 

Oliv. Then let's away: But after we have ſcap'd the 
Caſtle, whither ſhall we fly for Refuge? | 

Wor. Olivia need not doubt hut I have taken Care 
of that. I have on this Occaſion (by concert) the Li- 
berty of Silvias Lodgings, Valentine's Miſtreſs; thither 


we'll go directly, and put it out of mortal Pow ur to di- 


ſturb us more. 


Olla 
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Ov. Away then; be at the back” Gate; I'Il meet 
you therein three Minute. 
(Exit Worthy. 


Betty, pr ythee” reach me the little Casket out of my 
Scratore,. and my new Ridinghood, d'ye hear; it has 
not yet been ſeen, and I ſhall not be known in it 
The beſt Diſguiſe in the World for an Eſcape, is a Ni- 
dinghood. — Away Girl, Time's precious. 

Extimt. 


© Sexe the Street before Silvias Lodging. 
«hoot Enter Plotwell: | \ 
Plau What the Devil I are we all wiſer tian we' 
ſhould” be now?” Sbud, if Mr. Worthy hast't made good 


Uſe of his Viſit, were all untwiſted ſtil, Egad, I think f 
the old Fellows have as many Whimſies in their Heads, £ 
and know as little of their o. Minds, as the young : I 


| Here has the Devil been and made Peace again between 
« the two old Knights; and now the Wedding goes on ſtill- 
I'm bloodily afraid Worthy has not done as he ſhould do; 

the Fellow ſeenis tõ hade no Mettle in him. Zounds he 
makes Love like an Oxford Scholar. What the Devil 


M 
ö w 
f can I do? I'd fain do ſomething to make all ſure.· 80 
| Let me ſee ; — a deſperate Diſeaſe muſt have a deſperate vi 
; Cure; Ilt muſt be ſo; — let's ſee, theſe are Madam th 
Silvia's Lodgings. | (Varl, m 
| Enter Lacy. 
j Lucy, Well! What's the News with you? A] 
| Plotw. Aſk no-Queſtions, good Girl; where's your fa 
| Nurſery | ?. your young Maſter ? W 
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Lucy. Within. Pray what d'ye want with him ? 
| Plot. 
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 Phtw. Aſk no Queſtions, I ſay; fetch him preſently, 
and come along with me. 

Lucy. What to do, I fay; I won't ſtir till I know for 

what. 

Phtw. The Devil's in the Wench, I think. Zounds, 

make haſte, and do as I bid you, or we are all undone. 

( Shoves her in. 


Re-enter Lucy with the Child. 
268 Well, what am I to do next? 


 Phtw, Play but this Card now for me to the beſt Ad- 


vantage, Lucy, 
Lucy. What Plot's in Agitation now, Pr'ythee ? 
Phtw. The Devil's in Women for Curioſity ; thou 
ſhalt ſee by and by, have but a little Patience. Come, 
go along with me, and by the way, I'll give you full 
e how to behave — — 00h the Devil! 


| (a a8 rise. 
Lucy. What's the Matter now ? 
Pluto. Matter! quoth a ! Why yonder” s Sir Paul, 


Madam Bride's Father, coming this- Way: If we go for- 


ward, we muſt meet him. Now is this hopeful 


Scheme of mine broke all at once. I think the De- 


vil owes us a Spite.— Let me ſee, — can I think of no- 
thing ? My Invention does not uſe to fail me. — 
muſt alter all my Meaſures. 

Lucy. I can't conceive what you'd be at, not J. 

Plot. Now, Lucy, I'll make as if I came from yonder 
Alley on the Right Hand ; and do you (mind what I 
fay) whenever you ſee a good Opportunity, put in a 
Word or two to back me. | 

T (Plotwell gors 70 4 Corner of the Stage. 
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Lucy. Well! I ſwear Pm ſtill in the dark as — 
ever. 

Enter Sir Paul Pliant. 

Sir Pauli I'll make what haſte I can to the Scrivener, 
that I may catch him before he takes bis Morning Whet,, 
and makes himſelf addled and unfit for Buſineſs all Day. 
(Lucy courtefies to him, and comes forward.) Who art thou 
Child? ha ! I don't knew thee.  Whoſe--Child's that, 
ha ? 

Lucy. Bleſs me Where's thir Plast now ? 

| (Aldi in Surpriſe. | 

Sir Pauli What! are you Tongue ty'd r? 

Plotwell comes. forward; puffint A blotving,, and 
 Gawling. as' lau as he cans. pretending. not to ſes Sir 
Paul. 

Pl. Heightday !' what Gaine's have going forwards ? 
—What-Buſineſs have you here, Lucy? What do'ſ bring 
thy Brat here for? Whither art thou going to carry it ? 
Lucy. How can'ſt thou aſk me ſuch an W 


tion? 


| Plat, Who ſhould I aſk ? there's no Body elſe to aß 


Lean ſee. 


Sir Paul. In che Name of Wonder, what Child can 
this be ? ( Afade.. 

Pltw. Wilt you give me an Anſwer, or not, Huſſey ? 

Lucy: Oh Lord 1 Oh Lord! 

. Phe. afide to Lucy, A little more to the Right. 

Lucy. The Devil's in the Fellow, I believe. 

_ Pht, Come, come, whoſe Boy is it? 2 

Lug. "Tis yours, and be hang eo you, o ſamebody's 
that OP to yau. 


Plat. 
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Pht. Ha, ha, he! This is a thorough-pac'd Whore ; 
ſhe has the right Cant of all the Bawdy Siſterhood, 
faith. 

Sir Paul, afide. Surely this is Mrs. Sikvia's Maid, 
that I have heard ſo much talk of; PU hearken a little 
further, 


Pht. Are we the propereſt perſons you cou'd-pick out 
to make Cullies of, ha! Mrs. Tmpudence. 

Sir Paul, afide. Body o' me, I came juſt in the Nick. 

Plot. Pack up your Alls, and get you gone about your 
Buſineſs, or (fide to her) if AE an Inch I'm 
undone Lycy. 

Lucy. Confound you, for hid terrify a Bo- 
dy fo. 
Pit. What! 1 muſt ſpeak twenty times to you to be 
gone, muſt I? 

Lucy. What would the Fellow have, for God's Sake. 

Plat. Have quotha! Come come, let me have none of 
your ſhuffling Tricks; but tell me directly and truly 
whoſe Boy is this in your Arms. 

Lucy. As if you didn't know. Sawce- box. 

Plat. That's nothing to the Purpoſe, Huſſey. —— 
Anſwer me directly, I ay, to what I aſl you. 

Lucy. Why then tis yours, I tell you once more, or 
ſomebody's-that belongs to-yqu. . 

Plat. Which of the Somebody's ? What! we had all a 
Finger in the Pye then, had we? 

Lucy. Why if you will force me to ſpeak. out, I can't 
help it ?.-— "Tis your Maſter Valentine's then. 

Plat. What! — my Maſter Valentine's, ſay you? 

Lucy. Can you deny it, Sir? 

Sir Paul afide, I find I had a right Notion of that 
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Foung Fellow. I was never heartily inclined to this 
Match. 

Phe. Here's a fine Plot | | What! and I ſuppoſe you 

are jaunting tow'rds Sir Paul's with him, ha? 

I'll: call a Conſtable; I'll have you ſecur'd, faith 
Miſtreſs. 

Lucy. What d'ys make ſuch a Gaping for ? 

Plat. Why ! will you face me out that I didn't ſee this 
Baſtard convey'd to your Lodgings fix Weeks ago ? 

Lucy. Oh ! the impudent audacious Varlet! 


Plit. You may brazen it out as long as you pleaſe ; 


but Tl take my Oath, I ſaw Mother Brawn the Por- 
ter's Wife carry him in lat very Night was fix Weeks, 


in a Basket. 
Lucy. Well! Heav'n be prais 'd, there were ſeveral 
Ladies of unblemiſh'd Characters at my poor Miſtreſs's 


Labour. 


Por. But me was plaguily miſtaken in her Aim, | 


Lucy, this Bout, I can aſſure you. Oh ! thinks ſhe, 
if Sir Paul does but once hear that Mr. Valentine has 
had a Child by me, he'll never marry his Daughter to 
him, for certain: But o my Conſcience, when the old 
Gentleman and his Daughter too come to hear that my 
Maſter is ſo good a Sportſman, they'll like him the 
better for it, I'll warrant you. Beſides, Child, your 
Ka! s too late, you'll be a Day after the Fair; they're 
marry' d by this Time, or at leaſt will be fo in half an 
ye ; ſo you had beſt een turn home to your ters 
again while you're well. 

Sir Paul aſide. Tis you are miſtaken in your Aim ; 
ou'll find I'm not fo fond of being a Grandfather as 

a that comes to neither, good Mr. Plotave/l. 


Ph, 
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Plot. Therefore, in one Word, and one's as good as 
a Thouſand, if you won't get you Home with this 
ſquawling Brat, I'll kick him into the Middle of the 
Street, and you to the D l, d'ye ſee. 

Lucy. You ſhould get you home and ſleep; you're 
drunk, Man. 

Plot. What the Devil! your Miſtreſs (for all my Maſ- 
ter brought her ſtarving from France the other Day) 
now ſhe has-ſet Foot on Engliſb Ground, begins to think 
herſelf naturàliz d, and entitled to the Benefit of the 
Law, as much as e'er an Ergh; Whore of em all; 
and that the Law will oblige him to marry her, and 
make an honeſt Woman of her, whether he will 
or no. 


Lucy. Why, good Mr. Plotævell, can you have the 
Face to deny it? 


Sir Paul aſide. I had like to "a made a pretty Sper 
of Work truly! ! 

Plot. Who's there? =— Oh ! Sir Paul you're come 
in the very Nick of Time. Do me the favour to hear 
me but one Word, Sir. 

Sir Paul. You may ſpare yourſelf the Pains, Mr. 
Plotavell; for J have heard it all. 

Pht. How? All, Sir, ſay you? 

Sir Paul. Ay, Sir, your whole Story from the Be: 
ginning to the End on't, I tell you. 

Plot, Well, Sir, you've heard it all you ſay; and 
pray Sir, did you ever hear a Piece of Roguery to match 
it? Ought not this young Baggage now, think you, 
to be ſent to Bridewell, and heartily laſſ'd for her 
Pains. —— Here's the Gentleman himſelf now. 


Don't think to palm your Whore's Tricks upon 
him. 


8 Lucy. 
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Lucy courteſying. Indeed, and indeed, Sir, — as I 


hips to be fav'd, Sir,—if I have told your Worſhip 


the leaſt Tittle of a Lye. 
Sir Paul. Enough, enough ; I know as much 


wh as is requiſite for my Purpoſe. — Well! fare you well, 


Phtwell ; I'll een beat the Hoof home again; I ſhall 
have no Buſineſs for the Scrivener to-day. 1 
mighty lucky Accident this truly 


Exit Sir Paul. 
Phe. Lucy, kiſs me. 


Lucy. Kiſs thee Stand off pray, and know your 
Diſtance, Sir. If I don't aquaint my Lady with 


all the ill Treatment I have met with from you, I'll 


give you leave to abuſe me ten Times worſe, if poſſible, 
than you have already. 

Plot. Oh! you little Fool you, you don't underſtand 
State Affairs I find: Can't your politick Noddle now, 
Lacy, fathom all this Fetch of mine? 

Lucy. Not I indeed. | 

Plat. Why then you muſt know this old Gentleman, 
Sir Paul, has been wheedled again into a good Opinion 
of the Match between my young Maſter and his Daugh- 
ter ; the Ceremony was to have been perform'd within 
this half Hour, and I had no other Means in the World 
than this to prevent it; — and now I hope you're 
ſatisfy'd. 

: Lucy. But then, Plotavell, you might have prepar'd 
me for ſuch an Encounter, and giv'n me my Cue beſore- 
Plot. Pſhaw, Pſhaw, Lucy, thou art quite wrong in 
thy Notion; thou doſt not know thy own Perſection; 
thou would'ſt not have perform'd thy Part half fo well 


by. Art as by Nature. — * I think our Buſi- 
* neſ 
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neſs is done, and ſo you may een go Home and rock the 


Bantling, and tell your Miſtreſs ſhe may ſleep hence- 
forth in Quiet. But hold, Lucy, now I think on't- 
I've more Buſineſs with thee. Let me ſee, 


how long have you and I been Play-fellows together ?— 


We have been old Acquaintance, Lucy; and thou know'ſt 
J have always promiſed I would provide for thee. 


Come along, Child, I'll inform thee fully of my Deſign 
as we go. Extunt. 


SEN changes to Charlotte's Chamber. 


Cha. Is then the Criſis of my Fate ſo near? Is this 
the Day muſt date my Happineſs or Miſery ? So little 
Warning ?. Hard-hearted cruel Father! Oh that I could 
ſee my Beaufort! But for what, unhappy Charlotte, 
doſt thou wiſh ? Thou doſt forget with what affected 
Airs and Scoffs thou ever haſt received his generous Paſ- 
ſion. Thou doſt forget the many tedious Hours thou 
haſt made him ſigh in vain; rejeiced at all his Miſery, 
and laugh'd While he complain'd ; and like a harden'd 


Sinner, now *tis too late, thou doſt repent; too late 


can'ſt curſe thy Wy Woman' s Arte, that drew thy Ruin 
on thee, ( Weeps. 


Enter Valentine, and Beaufort. 


Val. In Tears my Siſter? I confeſs this was de- 


ſigned for Execution Day; ; but ſee, I bring you a Re- 
prieve.— Exit. 


Char. Oh! Valentine, Oh! Beaufort, has Heav'n 
then heard my Pray'rs? Will you not deſpiſe me, 


Beaufort? Will you not in your Turn inſult my Miſery, . 
and triumph o'er my Weakneſs? Oh! Fm to be mar- 


G2 ried , 
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ried, married to-day to one J never ſa w. 
Muſt 11: 

Beau. The Gods ſorb id it. | 

Char. Nor can my Tears, or all my Pray'rs, pre- 
vail upon my Father to defer it but for one ſhort 
Day. 

Beau. Tis ſhort Warning, *tis true; but the ſooner 
my Charlotte is marty'd, the ſooner my Charlotte will be. 
happy. 

Char. But ſay I was to be marry'd to you, would you 
diſpatch ſo ſerious an Affair ſo inconſiderately ,? Would 
you not ſtop and take a Day to think ? 

Beau. Try me, my Angel, and if I loſe a Moment 

in any Thought, but on my preſent Tranſport, then 
{hall J not be worthy the Joys I ſhould poſſeſs. 7 
Clar. By Heav'n it ſhall be fo: I do confeſs I love 
thee, Beaufort ; but my Father: 
Beau, Oh! Charlotte, cloud not my dawning Tran- 
ſport with the Name of Father. Say it once more 
my Charmer. Wilt thou at laſt repay my long and 
faithful Services, my Age of Love, with Love? 
Wilt thou be mine? and wilt thou be mine e 

Char. Pardon my Modeſty; I will  _. 

Beau. Oh Extaſy! (Going to 1 ber. 

Char. Stand off, I charge you, and know your Diſtance, 
Sir. Alas! poor Captain, what credulous ures 
are you Men in Love? Ha, ha, he! 

Beau. Ha! what means all this ? 

Char. I proteſt, Captain, I cannot chuſe but laugh to 
ſee how inſenſibly Vanity ſteals upon you. What en- 
gaging Charms muſt you believe there is in that Soldier's 
Mien of your's, that can win a Lady's Affections ſo in 
a trice? How often have I told you what an Averſion 
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J always had to a Red-coat 7 and will you not yet be 
fatisfy'd ? 

Beau. Confuſion ! Am F awake? Or it all a 
Dream? 

Char. Oh4 you were in a Dream moſt n ; 
you dream'd as you lay before the Town, that you car- 
ry'd on your Approaches ſo vigorouſly, that the Beſieged 
had beat the Chemade, and offered to ſurrender Priſo- 
ners at Diſcretion ; but a ſudden Salley from the Town 
awaken'd you, nail'd up all your 3 and dent ou 
out of your Trenches. 


Beau. Am I then to become your Scoff ? How have 
I deſerved this Uſage? 


Char. From the weak Foundatien of your Pretend. 


ONS. —— How happily ! how gaily may a Wife live 
with a diſbanded Captain upon half Pay a 

Beau. Madam, you muſt excuſe my Freedom, if I 
tell you this is ungenerous. Jam a Soldier of 
Fortune, I confeſs ; yet I am a Gentleman: But were 
J lefs, the long and faithful Service I have paid you, 
the generous everlaſting Love I've ſworn, might at leaſt 
skreen me from Abuſe. —— But no more; farewell for 
ever; may your Happineſs ne'er be diſcompos'd, by 
a too late RefleQion on the 3 of wretched 
- Beaufort. Exit. 

Cbar. Oh Woman! fooliſn Woman! what have 1 
done? what am I doing? Shall J not call him back? 


Oh ! Beaufort, Beaufort, come. back and hear 


me. 


Re-enter Beaufort: 


Beau. Your Pardon, Madam; did J not hear you u call | 


ms dae ? 
3 „ . Char, 
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Char. Oh! how ſhall I ſpeak ? What ſhall I ſay ? 
Surely Beaufort can forgive a Woman's Folly, the wan- 
ton' Sallies of a Woman's 'Tongue ; the little Vanities 
our weak Sex delight in ; can you not, Beaufort ? 

Beau. I can do any Thing you would have me do, 
but bear Inſults upon my Miſery. My Love is of ſo 
long a Date, tis grown too ſerious for Ridicule. 

Char. Believe me, Beaufort, I am ſerious too. 

Beau. Is it poſſible for Woman to be ſo? 
, Char, And for a Proof, accept this Ring ; and as 
often as you ſee it, think on Charlotte. 
Gives @ Ring. 
Beau. A Ring? butare you ſerious tho? 
Char. Oh! Beayfart, did you but know —— How 
can you Chuſe but know / 

Beau. I neer was a good Interpreter of R iddles, 1 
can gueſs nothing farther than that it is a Ring. 

Char. Are you then grown ſo cold ſo ſuddenly ; You 
were not once ſo, Braufort : Behold theſe Bluſhes ; be- 
hold theſe /Sighs 3 behold that Ring; — the ſilent 
Ring ſpeaks plain. 
Bea. The Ring ſpeaks! What? — Oh ! here's 
a Poſy woos H3th this Ring (what's next?) my Heart 
Oh Cherktte, how willing IJ am to be again deceiv'd ! 
Speak plain thyſelf, and tell me then, wilt thou be mine - 
again? Wilt thou deceive again? Again inſult my fond 
deluded Paſſion? Oh no! thy lovely Eyes ſpeak ever- 
laſting Truth; I have deceived myſelf, and laid the 
Blame unjuſtly upon thee : Seal then my Pardon 
in one kind Embrace, . and tell me once again 
thou wilt be mine, and in that T Tranſport let me 


Char. 
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Char. I cannot ſpeak for bluſhing ; excule my Tongue 
the Taſk, and think it ſaid. 

Beau. Oh! (peak my Deſtiny, and kill or ſave me 
with a Word. 

Char. Be thine ? I cannot. 

Beau. Unhappy Beaufort! Oh! farewel. 

Char. Stay, * cruel one! and hear me out; I cannot 
Oh! I cannot be another's. Oh 1 Beaufort, I am 
yours; nor ſhall the Malice of the World divide 
us. 

Beau. Oh! killing Raptures I O angelick Sounds 
By Heav'n my Tranſport's more than I can bear. 
But hold, my Charlotte; our Time thou know'ſt is 
ſhort. Within this Hour you muſt expect your Father's 
Summons: therefore e' en now reſobe to tie the ſacred 
Knot between us, and prevent all future Danger of a 
Separation. 

Char. How can it be? *Tis impoſſible it can be done 
ſo ſuddenly. 

Beau. Tis very eaſy, Your Brother's Servant Ph- 
evell has a Priſoner in your Father's Cellar, who is qua- 
lify'd by his Office to perform the Ceremony. | 

Char. Plotavell got a Priſoner ? What do you mean? 

Beau, Tis a Contrivance of his, in concert with me, 
to prevent your Miſery, and make you happy. Thou 
ſhalt know all at large hereafter. 

Char. What you propoſe, I cannot diſapprove. 


Beau: Come on then, and let blind Fortune frown {6 
long as Charlotte ſmiles. Exeunt. 


The End of the Fourth AF. 
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8c 8 NE Sir Paul's. 
Enter Sir Paul and Servant. 


0 T in her Chamber, ſay you? 
By nor any where to be found? nor 
any Body knows when, or whi- 
ther ſhe went? Heigh-day! what's 
the Meaning of all this? Here's 
Trick upon Trick; I can no ſooner diſcover the Bottom 
of one Roguery, but I've another upon me before I'm 
aware. I don't know which way to turn, or what to 
fy, or how to think. T'Il be hang'd if Sir Toby ben't at 
the Bottom of all this ; he has employ'd his Agents, no 
_ queſtion, to entice this filly Girl away to make all ſure ; 
and here, I warrant, I ſhall have em come by and by, 
juſt as at the latter End of a Comedy, Hand in Hand to- 
gether, down o' their Knees, aſk Pardon and Bleſſing, and 
think all will be well; but they ſhall find themſelves ve- 
ry much miſtaken, —— Indeed, Sir Toby, theſe Things 
ſhan't paſs upon me. I- proteſt, I always thought 
my Neighbour 7% a ſly deſigning Fellow. Hold 
let me ſee.— Suppoſe that Fop Worthy ſhould have been 
buzzing hereabouts. -— No; that can't be; — the 
Hole has been clear of him a long while ; he was a 58 
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ardly Fellow; the Sight of a Blunderbuſs cool'd his 
Courage in an Inſtant HFold ] let me fee Now 
I think on't, I met the Maſter of the Veſſel upon Change 
jaſt now, who told me that my Son came with him ; 
and that he ſaw him as ſoon as he landed, accoſted by a 
certain Perſon who carried him in to Sir Toby Tefly's.mmm 


The Matter ſeemed fo ftrange, I ſcarce believed him; 


but now, upon comparing Things together, the Matter's 
plain; cis all a Juggle and Contrivance of old Teffy's.— 
It can be no Body's elſe.” 
Lord Chief Juſtice's Warrant, and ſearch his Houſe im- 
mediately.— A Villain !—-detain my Son! 


Enter Servant introducing Sir Toby. 
Sir Toby. Brother Pliant ! how fares it? You ſee, I'm 
come according to Promiſe : My Son has promiſed to 


meet me here; he'll wait on you in an Inſtant. — And 


as for my Daughter, if your Son be arrived, I'll ſend 


for her in an Inſtant.— Well! how fares the Bride ? 


Ripe and ready Sir Paul, ha? 


Sir Paul. Here's a deceitful old Rogue now. (Ape | 


Sir Toby. What dumb ? ha, little Pau Come, come, 
never an ſhalt be a G end is Jang, 


Boy. 
Sir 5: hl cone arent Sir Toby; 


nor do think you ignorant of the Matter, any more 


than you are ignorant of my n and that 
he's now at your own Houſe. 


Sir Toby. Heigh-day ? What is it troubleſome again ? 
What the Devil's he Matter now ? Pr'ythee, Brother 


Phant, leave theſe Whimſies, and be merry at thy 


Danginer' * ey Yom if — A I'm re- 
ſolved. 


Egad, I'll go fetch my 
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ſolved I'll be merry by myſelf, fo I will. Your Son 
at my Houſe ? 

Sir Paul. Come, come, Sir Toby Tefty, don't think to 
laugh ſerious Matters off ; theſe Things won't paſs upon 
me. What! if one Plot had fail'd, you had another in 
Agitation. You are reſolved to make ſure Work? For 
fear you ſhould not ſucceed, and work upon my eaſy Na- 
ture by fair Means, you were determined to do it by foul. — 
But, Sir, you ſhall find me a Man that knows when I am 
impoſed upon, and dare to reſent it. | 

Sir Toby. Fair Means! foul Means! impoſed upon 


and reſent it! What the Devil! art thou poſſeſſed ? —. 


Thou talk'ſt in Parables, Man. 


Sir Paul. Ignorant of the whole Matter, I warrant 
you ! But, Sir, you ſhan't find that I'm ſo: I ſuppoſe 
by this Time your Plot has ſucceeded ; I ſuppoſe all's o- 


ver; they are married; they're faſt ere this. 
Sir Toby. Pr'ythee, what doſt mean ? 
Sir Paul. Mean? Whom ſhould I mean ? but my 


Olivia and your Son.———A Rape, a barbarous Rape, 


and of your own baſe Contrivance. 
Sir Toby. O ho! egad, I begin to ſmoke the Matter now. 


A hah! little Val. is it ſo then? So hot upon the Mat- 


ter? This is better and better ſtill. TI wonder'd, in- 
deed, the young Dog wouldn't come along with me; but 
pretending a little neceſſary Buſineſs, would needs meet 
me here; and now all's out, ( Ade.) Well! Neighbour 
. Phant, T'll aſſure you I know nothing of all this Mat- 

ter ; but egad I'm glad to hear it for all ſhat, with all my 
Heart. 

Sir Paul. Glad! who doubts it ? that you've outwit. 


ted your old doating Neighbour and Friend, Sir Paul 


Pliant ! A very triumphant Action truly !=——But your 
Game 
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Game is not up yet, Sir Toby, I ſhall m! the Mar- 
riage. 

Sir To. How ? 

Sir Paul. I fay, I ſhall diſannul the Marriage, Sir Toby, 
and get your Rogue of a Son hang'd into the Bargain. 

Sir To. Zounds, Sir Paul, what d'ye mean by this? 
'This is carrying Matters too far : You ſhall find I can be 
angry as well as you. My Son a _ ? Hang'd ſaid 
- you? 

Sir Paul. Yes, hang'd, Sir, if Bigamy deſerves it, as 
our Law ſays it does. 

Sir To. Ay; fay youſo, Sir Paul ? Why this is mighty 
well. What! have you done? * we have a little 
more of this hanging Story ? 

Sir Paul. No Matter, you may ſpare your Jeſts ; what 
I fay, TIl do and juſtify ; and what I ſaw and heard, [ 
will believe. 

Sir 75. Why! what did you ſee and here, pray? 

Sir Paul. Why, I ſaw your Grandſon and his Nurſe 
together, and over-heard all her Diſcourſe with Pte}, 
how ſhe threatened his Maſter Valentine in the Behalf of 
her Miſtreſs, “ and was informed too of my Son 77- 
mothy's being decoy'd into your Houſe this very Morning, 
by one that faw the whole Tranſaction. What! 
you think I know nothing of the Matter ; nothing of 
your Contrivance ; but tho? it be too late to prevent, tis 
Time enough to revenge. 

Sir To. *Sdeath, I can bear it no unn Zounds, Sir, 
'tis all a Lye, and a damn'd Contrivance of your own, 
in order to fave your Daughter's Portion: But I'm nat 
to be impoſed upon by ſuch an old Rogue as you are. 
*Sbud, Sir, draw, 


{Sir Toby draws. 
Sir 
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Sir Paul. What ! to be chous'd and murther'd too 
that's hard indeed. Well, Sir, I ſhall defend myſelf 
however, as well as I can. (Sir Paul dranvs. 

Sir To. *Sbud, {ure he won't foht, will he ? I was in 
hopes I ſhould have bully'd him. Egad I find I muſt ſet 
the beſt Leg foremoſt, and be valiant, whether I will or 
1 ( 4fiae. 

Sir Paul. Come, Sir, come on, I'm ready, 

Sir. To. What the Devil makes Yalmtine ſtay fo long? 
Sure he'll come preſently.— Egad, I've no Stomach to 
Fighting. 

Sir Paul. Come, Sir Toby, why d'ye delay? You ſee 
I'm prepar'd to receive you. 

(Sir Toby foams at Sir Paul at a great diſtance, 
Gyhile Sir Paul fands on his Guard.) 

Sir To. Have at thee then. What the Devil! will No- 
body come to part us? I ſhall be drill'd thro' the Guts 
here in Defence of this ungracious Son of mine, before 
any Body comes to my Reſcue. | 


a Ac 


Enter Valentine, Silvia, Worthy, and Olivia. 
1 (Val. and Worthy part om.) 
Val. What Fiend has ſown theſe Seeds of Enmity be- 
tween my Fathers ? 
Sir To. Who the Pox ſent for you ? What Buſineſs is 
it of yours ? ——'Sbud let me come at him. | 
Sir Paul. I fear you not. | 
Val. Pray, Gentlemen, be pacified : Methinks this 
ſhould not be a Day of Strife ; but Mirth and 18 ; 
It is your Children's Wedding-day. 


pm_ 
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Sir Jo. At thou marry'd faith, Val? Egad I'm glad 
on't with all ** Heart, were it but to vex the old Put : 


 *Shud 
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'Sbud Pil be merry this Day, if it be but in Spight 
of him, | | 
Val. "Tis very true, Sir, I do aſſure you. 
Sir Paul. Ay, Ay, I knew 'twould come to this be- 
fore · hand; but it ſhan't do. 
Sir To. Ah! dear Val. was this thy private Buſi- 
neſs? to ſurpriſe your old Dad, you Rogue you? Well, 


Heav'ns bleſs thee, Val. "Tis his Father's own Boy, 
„ | 


(Valentine with Silvia, and Worthy with Olivia tncel. }* 


Sir To. Hah ! what do I ſee? Are my Eyes open ? Am 


I awake ? wr 
Sir Paul. Hah! 


Wer. Firſt, Sir, I beg your Pardon, and your Bleſ· 
ſing here. We are the great Offenders. 

Sir Paul. What! is this a Plot of yours then at laſt * 
Out of my Sight ; out of my Doors both; nor ever dare 
to ſee my Face again. 


Oliv. Here me but ſpeak, dear Father, and then *. 
termine as you pleaſe. V orthy? s Love to me has been: 


long, and I believe as pure; nor was Love his only Me- 
rit ; his Virtues, Fortune, Birth, all pleaded in his 
Favour : But if no Reaſon I can urge in my own Be- 
half, has Weight enough to appeaſe the Storm I ſee is 
gathered on your Brow, what has my Siſter done, 


(painting to Silvia.) your Arabella? Tho' T am wretched, 


and have loſt your Favour, I'm happy ſtill in that I've 


found a Siſter for myſelf, for you another Daughter. 
Sir Paul. Hah ! my Olivia, thou talk*ft in Wonders. 


Riſe all; methinks my Genius whiſpers in ſurpriſing , 
Tranſports to me Arabella! Oh ! *tis ſhe, and all the Fa- 
ther in me melts with Joy and Tenderneſs. But ſay, 
1 A W 
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how comes all this to pals ? How com'ſt thou here 


my Arabella? 


Sil. Oh Sir the Story of my Life fince I loft you, is long, 
and full of fad Variety; at Leiſure you ſhall know all 
at large; but now my Griefs are at an End, and Iam 
happy; doubly happy now, both in a Father's and a 
Huſband's Love. Now I may boldly own a Secret which 
has long been kept: For when my Siſter, to avoid the 


Match ſhe lik'd not, left your Houſe this Morning, 


and Worthy, by concert with Valentine, had brought 
her to my Lodgings, (where their Hands were joined,) 
after the'Ceremony was paſt, we began to talk of various 


Things : She kindly told me all the Story of their Loves, 


and in Requital, I disburthen'd all my Heart, and 
would relate the melancholy Tale of all my Sufferings ; 
but when I told my Name and Family, the Scene was 
changed, our Tears were turned to Joy, and our tranſ- 
Ported Souls were loſt in Raptures : Valentine too no 
ſooner heard the bleſt Diſcovery, but finding me to be 


your Daughter, he no longer could contain his Joy; 
Proclaimed aloud our Marriage, which Fear of his Fa- 
ther till then had kept a Secret, and own'd me for his 


Wife. 
Sir Paul. O Arabella tis Joy unſpeakable to ſee 


thee once again. But why, good Heav'n, muſt this 


Blefling be attended with a Curſe ? Tis Grief of Heart, 


my Arabella, to fee thee married to that Villain's 
"Son. 


Sir To. Sir Paul, IJ am now cool and calm, and 
have laid by my Paſſion ; pray do you ſo too, and 
hear me, 

Sir Paul. What can you ſay, Sir Toby ? Where is 
= Son ? Have you not decoy'd my Son? f 
Sir 


ir 


the Fo Rc of Love: 75 


Sir To. By Heav'n not I; nor can I gueſs your 
Meaning by it. Already you ſee I'm clear'd of half 
your Charge againſt me by Proofs indubitable ; (pointing 
to Olivia, &c.) Nor do I doubt to clear myſelf in your 
cooler Judgment of all other Imputations to my Preju- 
dice. You ſay 1 have decoy'd your Son, and that 
he is at my Houſe: Pray then, Sir Paul, go with me 5 
ſearch all my Houſe; examine all my Servants upon 
Oath ; and then acquit me, or condemn me as you 
pleaſe, 1,9 | 

Sir Paul. Agreed ; till when I will ſuſpend my 
Judgment, | 


Sir 70. Come on then, Eæxeunt · 


' SCENE changes to Sir Toby's Cellar. 


Pedant, Timothy, Lucy, Plotwell. 
Tucy. Sir, tis thro' a thouſand Hazards I have run 
to-pay this Viſit to your Misfortunes. This honeſt Jay- 


lor did inform me fully of your Worth and Character, 


and by his Privity and Aſſiſtance I've ventur'd hither ; 
tho' if my Father Captain Scare-devil ſhould know _ 

Plot. Oh Madam ] you need not doubt my Secreſy. 

Tim. Never ſtir, Madam, if I am more rejoiced at 
your lovely Preſence, and the Tender of your Affections, 
and Promiſe of Marriage, which you have been pleas'd 
to make me, than I am to think how beneficial this 
Marriage will be to the reſt of Mankind ; our Eldeſt- 
born can never prove leſs than Prince of Wits, and King 
of the Jokers. * 

Lacy. I muſt confeſs I always defir'd to marry a Wit, 
and the Character I had of you, enamour'd me. Princes 
have-woo'd me long, and woo'd in vain, =— [llite- 
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rate Wretches, I deſpiſe em. Your Wit alone could 
captivate my Heart. 

Ped. Timothy. be careful; you e the Proverb, 
Mulieri ne credas, ne mortuæ quidem. 

Dim. Pohl Pox of Proverbs! Oh Madam, 1 was al- 
un faceticus from my Cradle; my poor old Nurſe | 
us ' d to cry, and ſay, ſhe was ſure I ſhould be ſhort- 
liv'd; I was too witty for my Age. Then would I 
laugh up in her Face: Ah! you little Rogue, do you 
Jaugh, fays ſhe. I hall never un it the longeſt Day 
Tree... 

Lucy. I never would have nacks Riſk of my Father's 
Anger thus for your Sake, if I hadn't perfectly under- 
Rood your Perfections. 

Tim. Then I ſhall never forget how I us'd to fit at 
home by the Fire Side o' Winter Nights, and play at 
Crambo. Oh! Crambo was Meat and Drink to me 
and tell a many ſuch comical Stories, would make all my 
Father's Men and Maids laugh till they bepiſs'd them. 
ſelves. — Von muſt know my Father's a rich Man, 
and I'm his only Son and Heir, when Pm in my own 
Country. | 
Lucy. But Time ſlides while we are talking. The 
next Time I viſit you, I'll bring a Prieſt with me, who 
ſhall join our Hands. 

Tim. O Lord, Madam, that may be Ane this In- 
bunt! my Tutor here can do the Job as 1 N 
Man at all; can't you Tutor? 

Ped. Why, upon Conſideration, Mr. Timothy, I am 
of Opinion that Delays may be dangerous, and perhaps | 
w_ the Loſs ooh this Te — 


Lowes 
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Lowe's Criſis in the happy Minute lies, 
Hit but that Minute, and you gain the Prize. 


As a late ingenious Author very ciegantly expreſſes him- 
ſelf. | 

Tim. Then pray, dear Madam, don't delay. 

Lucy. Well! I'm content; I hope Neceſſity wil ex- 
cuſe all Indecency. 

Tim. Come then, Tutor, pull out your Book, oy a- 
bout it. See what, it is now to be a Wit. 

Sir Toby at the Door within. 
Sir To. Sirrah ! who are you? What do you keep 
Guard for? Open the Door I ſay. 
» Plot. afide to Lucy.) Hearky'e Lucy; we're all undone ; 
there's my old Maſter ; what ſhall we do? 

Lucy. Nay, as you brought me in, you muſt *. me 
Out. 

Sir 79. Open the Door I ſay. 

Phi. We muſt hide our Priſoners, that's certain. (A. 
fide.) Hark, Gentlemen, there's my Maſter Captain 
Scare- devil at the Door, he's in a great Rage at ſome- 
thing ; let me adviſe you to hide yourſelves in theſe two 
empty Hogſheads; if he miſſes you, PII tell him you 
were ſet at Liberty by this Lady, his Daughter's Orders. 
—She muſt pacify her Father, and take another Time to 
conſummate your Nuptials. 

Tim. With all my Heart, Faith. 

' Ped. The Contrivance pleaſes me. Ul Din the Cynic 
lived in a Tub. 

After a $ cuſfle, Sir Toby, Sir Paul, &fc. enter, "—_— 
Snapſack in before them. - 

Sir To. So, Phtwwell! What's here a doing? What 
doſt do here with this Trull? And why Was that Raſcal 
ſet to keep the Dcor ? 

H 3 Pal. 
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Val. Lucy, how eame you hither ? | 

Sir Toby. What ! is your Rogueſhip Jumbfounded ? 

Ph. Sir, I only came down into the Cellar to drink 
my young Maſter and Miſtreſs's Healths. 

Sir 70. Sirrah ! that ſhall not ſerve your Turn: 1 
know your Rogue's Tricks well enough. Sir Paul here 
aſſures me that his Son lies hid ſomewhere in my Houſe : : 
Do you know any thing of the Matter ? 

Pit. Indeed not I Sir, How ſhould I know ? 

Sir Paul. Pray, Sir Toby, let theſe Fellows be examin- 
ed ſtrictly; there's ſome Miſchief at Bottom, my Life on't. 

Sir To. Sirrah, confeſs the Truth, or I'll find a Way 
to force it from you. 


Pht. What would you have? Out of nothing I can 
confeſs nothing. 

Sir To. Fetch me a Couple of Horſewhips. I'll ſoften 
you, I warrant _ (Servant goes out and returns with 
two Whips.) So, ſtrip theſe two Raſcals. 

They trip Plot. and Snap. 

Snap. Plhtwwell, What ſhall we do? I'll confeſs all. 

Plat. Confeſs and be hanged if you will, I care not. 
Sir To. Now give each of them a Whip, and let them 
ſcourge the Truth out of one another; and if they favour 
one another, I'll ſend them both this Inſtant to Brideavell. 
Pla. Come, Snap/ach, behave thyſelf like a Man; we 
can't confeſs more than we know. 

Sir To. Come, come, begin, or to Bridewell ye go. 

Plot. There's no Remedy, Snap/ack; come, there's 
no Malice. ( Kies bim) Now wy thou ſhalt give 
the firſt Blow. 


Snap. No, v n — you 're the greateſt Knave, 
Iambutan Underſtrapper. 


Pl. 


. 
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Pls Then I'll give thee the firſt Blow: (Whips him. 
That 8 for keeping Centry: no better. 


( They aubip one . 
Sir To. Hold a little. Well Gentlemen; how dy'e 


like it? Will you confeſs yet? What! dumb ſtill ? 
Nay, then you ſhall play out the Rubbers : Come, come, 
to it again, 

Snap. O hold Sir ; I will confeſs. 

Plut. Hold your Tongue, you Chicken-heand Prey. 

| "i Strikes bim. 

Sir To. Goon; What! will you confeſs ? 

Pht. Well! fince J fee it muſt out, if your good Wor- 
ſhips will give me your Pardon, I'll conſeſs all I know. 

Sir To. Be quick then, and ſpeak the Truth. | 
Pl. Firſt, Sir, I do confeſs that in order to prevent 
the Match which you deſigned for my Maſter to-day, I 
furniſn'd Mr. Worthy with the Means of viſiting Mrs. 
Olivia, and contriving their Eſcape together to be mar- 
ried ; and to make all ſure, put Sir Paul out of Conceit 
with my Maſter Valentine, by meeting him with the 
Nurſe and Bantling this Morning. 

Sir Paul. Villain! was that a * — of yours 
then ? But what of my Son ? 

Plat. Why Sir, I do confeſs that to prevent my young 
Miſtreſs Charhtte's Marriage with your Son, I watch'd 
his Landing, decoy'd him hither, made him drunk, and 
have kept him Priſoner here ever-ſince, that Mrs. Char- 
lotte might have Time and Opportunity to be married to 

Captain Beaufort; which was done een now in the Cel 
lar, by Mr. Pedant, Sir PauPs Son's Tutor. | 

Sir To. My Daughter married, ſay'ſt thou, Villain? 


Oh] the Strumpet! Run Sirrah, fetch her hither. 


(To a Servant. 
Sir 
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Sir Paul. But where _ Son ? Produce him, let me 
ſee him. 

Pit. He and his Tutor are in thoſe two o Hogſheads. 

Sir Paul goes to the Hogſheads. | 

Sir Paul. Jim, Where art thou? 
Tim. Oh ſpare me, moſt noble Captain Scare-dewil ! 
Indeed, I have-not married your Daughter, nor ever will. 
. 

Sir Paul. What's that he ſays ? Releaſe him from his 
Priſon. dv tumbles Tim. and Pedant out of the 


Hd. 
Tim. Oh! Oh! Oh! 
Pied. Monfirum horrendum, informe, ingens cui Lumen 
ademptum. + 
Sir Paul. Timothy! Pedaat Why don't you riſe? Do 
you not know me? I am your Father Timothy. 


Tim. peeps up. Oh Tutor, Tutor, here's my F ather, 3; 


Sir Paul Pliant, come to redeem us already. 
Ped. Oh Sir Paul, IJ am very glad to ſee you; you 

come in good Time to redeem us from Captivity, and the 
mercileſs Hands of Pirates. 
Sir Paul. Pirates, ann f What Villanies here have 
been tranſacting. 
Sir Toby walls up and * in a e Paſſim, Val. 
1444 follows him endeavouring to pacify him. 

Val. Sir, if you pleaſe. 


Sir To, I tell you I am not pleaſed, nor ever will be 
- pleaſed, till I've turn'd her out of Doors, and ſent her 


Captain to the Devil. 


Euter a Servant ewith Beaufort and Charlotte. 


| ___ Oh ! Sir, upon my Knees, I beg your Pardon 
hear me, and. forgive me. 


Sir 
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Sir 7o. Forgive thee, Sorcereſs? Haſt thou not 
| brought a Scandal on thy Name and Family ? — 
Sieze that Villain. — (points at Beaufort.) I'll have 
him hang'd or drown'd; or ſome way or another, I'll 
make an Example of him in the firſt Place. 

Beau. draws. Hands off, ye Scoundrels z -— And 
know, Sir Toby, tho“ I beg your Blefling, yet I ſcorn 
your Threats or Frowns ; ..... Or uſe me like a Gen- 
tleman, or not at all. Your Daughter is my Wife. 
Who dares diſpute my Title ? 

| Ped. Your Title, Sir, myſelf can well atteſt ; I join'd 


your Hands this Morning, tho” then ignorant of ou 
Names and | FI 


En tibi ego ignarus Thalamos Tedaſque parab am, 


As the Poet ſpeaks. 

Sir To, A Pox confound your Pedantick Noddle we 
your Pains. 

Sir Paul. Come, Sir Toby, the Captain looks like a A 
Gentleman. Pray be pacify*d ; we'll all join our 
good Offices towards making up this Breach. 

Beau. Gentlemen, I thank you; I do confeſs my 
Sword is all my Wealth ; and faithful, honourable Love 
my only Merit : Fortune was cruel, and frown'd upon 
my younger Years, and drove me helpleſs and forlorn to 
wreſtle with the buſtling World. My Father was a 
Chevalier of France, his Name Boureau. 

=P Alt are furpris'd but Sir Toby, who 3 
fill about in a Paſſion. 

Sir Paul. Ha! thou ſpeak'ſt of Wonders. Go on. 

Beau. I ſpeak Truth, Sir; theſe Gentlemen have 


known ne hong tho ignorant of my true Name and | 


Fami- 
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Family. Misfortunes drove my Father from his Home, 
with an Intention to ſettle here in England. Seven 
Winters then had never ſnow'd upon my Head, but yet 
one Siſter with myſelf attended him: In our Paſſage 
we were caſt away. Myſelf, by the Aſſiſtance of a 
Servant, (who is ſince dead) eſcap'd upon ſome broken 
Timber to the Coaſt of Holland: We went to the Eng- 
4% Army then in Flanders, where I was bred, and e- 
ver fince I have been able, have worn a Sword in the 
Engliſh Service: But my poor Father, and my helpleſs 
Siſter, both were loſt. (Sir Paul runs and embraces him. 

Sir Paul. My Son! my Son! O teach me Heav'n to 
receive theſe Bounties as I ought ! Tis Joy ineffable, 
too rapturous, and too mighty for my Age to bear : 
See here the old Boureau, once wretched, now thy hap- 
py Father : See both thy Siſters too ; this left behind -in 
France, this ſav'd from the Fury of the Waves with me. 
Olivia, Arabella, embrace your Brother. O let us 
all embrace. 

Beau. My Father, and my Siſters! Unlook'd for 
Blefling ! Joy has ſurpriſed my Tongue, and ſtruck me 
Dumb. What ſhall I fay ? or how ſhall I expreſs the 
crowding ' Tranſports of my Rruggling Soul ? Oh my 
Father ! Oh my Sifters ! Embracing them. 
Tim. What! an't I my Father's only Son and Heir 
then ? 

Sir Paul. Unhappy Timothy! I've now no further 
Uſe for thee ; thou art no Son of mine; but when (as 
I thought) juſt Heav'n had puniſh'd me with the Loſs 
of him who was my real Son, I took thee in thy Child- 
hood from thy Father, who was my Servant, and bred 
thee as my own: Now thou art what thou wert again 
but be of Cheer, I will provide for thee. as thou ſhalt 
mer it. Lucy. 
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r clan, Egad, I find I had like to have been bubbled ; 
I'm glad they came as they did, I had qe, 


the, Fool elſe. 


Sir Paul. Now, Sir Toby, I datei band your 


Suitor, that all may be forgiv'n. I hope you're now 
ſatisfied as well as I, that there is no further Cauſe of 
Anger left : I hope you will forgive your Children, and 
the Frailty of my Age. | 

Sir To. Forgive thee, Man, ay, with all my Heart, 
Blood and Guts. Dear Val. let me kiſs thee. 
Ie was always the beſt-natur'd Boy in the World. 
——- Right Father, Faith. You too my Charlotte ; 
—y Children all, I give you Joy. Joy to all the 
Company. 

Sir Paul. My Bleſſings too attend you all, my Chil- 
dren. wo Well, Sir Toby, this has been a long per- 


plex'd Buſineſs, and has at laſt taken a quite different 


and much happier Turn than all our wiſe Foreſight and 
Deſign could promiſe ; tho* the ſurprizing Turns of 
Fortune are nothing new to me. The Story of my 
Life is full of ſuch Examples. ——— Within at Din- 
ner you ſhall hear it all, by what Accidents I was forc'd 
to leave my native Country, and to change my Name. 
— It may be no ill Addition to our Enter- 
tainment. 


How weak alas ! is all the Pow'r of Man, 
His Strength all impotenut, his Counſel vain 
Heaw'n in a Moment all our Schemes deſtroys, 
And N our Merit in an equal Poize ; 
Exerts ver all arbitrary Sway, 

And will affii d fs us in its own juſt Way. 
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0 U R Author owns ¶ he hopes, without Offence ) 
He treats not wholly at his own Expence: 
Ter gives you mv whipp'd Sillabubs of France, 
Serv d up with Sing-ſong, Ribaldry, and Dance. 
Terentian Humour, join d with Cowley's Wit, 
Tho coarſely cook'd, would be ſubflantial Meat : 
But awe dare promiſe, in the preſent Play, _ 
A Roman Supper, —dreſs'd the Roman Way. 
 Fargivve the Metaphors thus oddly choſe ! 
Tat done in pure Good-nature to the Beaux. 
Thus teach we Horace to this Race of Cooks, 
More ſheilled in Soups than converſant in Books. 

Terence, we tell them, had the Rules by Heart ; 
Diſpoſed his Diſhes with the utmoſt Arm. 
But kept the healthful Appetite in wiew, 

And ſeaſen'd nat his Sauce au grand Haut-Gout, 
Simple, tho" elegant, was each Deſign - 11 
On ſuch the Scipio's of that Age could dine. 

Nor need aue doubt, but ſuch an honeſt Feaſt 
Will pleaſe the Scipio's of this Age, at leaſt ; 
De Few who judge by Reaſon, not by Rote, 

And plead not Cuſtom for a taſtleſs Vote. 
If they can reliſh what our Scenes preſent, 
Sit thro' the Meal, then move away content, 
The reſt may rail: Our Hoft ſhall count his Gueſts, 
Net by their Number, — but more falid Tefts. 125 
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To be ſpoken by 81 L v1 a. 


TO you, grave Fudges of the Pit, I'm come, 
To knxw our baſhful Poet's final Doom; 

Yonder he flands, in a moſt piteous Caſe, 

Trembling to hear what Sentence you ſhall paſs. 


He humbly b 
Thoſe moving Eyes ( ſaid he] muſt needs ſueceed: 
The Beaux you'll doubtleſs to our Party gain, 
Thoſe gen'rous Sparks can't hear a Maid complain, 
Hear her for Mercy ſue, and let her ſue in vain. 
Thoſe damning Blades, the Criticks, moſt I dread, 
Who ſeldom mind what's by a Woman ſaid, 
Except — lis in a Corner, or a. Bed. 

There, there, indeed, you cant be withſhod ; 
Criticks themſelves are made of Fleſo and B hood. 


T heard, with Patience, what he had to ſay; . 
But firſt, like a true Lawyer, took my Fee, 
Then promis'd him my Intereſt for his Play. 
And fince Pm Council for the Poet choſe, 
PII plead his Cauſe, tho I auere fare to hſe. 
Well then Confider, Sirs, our Bard is young, 
Tis the firſt Time his modeſt Muſe e er ſung ; 


egg d, that I his Cauſe wou'd plead; 
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Her aukward Notes let your Indulgence ſpare, 
Shell feng more artfully another Tear: | 8 
*Tavas'nt a Day did Rome's bright Fabrick rear. 

A tender Plant ſoon withers and decays, 

Unleſs *tis warm'd with the Sun's genial Rays : 

Se droops the Infant Muſe, her Spirit's gone, 

Hithout the enlivning Plaudits of the Town. 

But, after all, uud nt his Cauſe prove good, 


Aud you're reſolv'd to nip him in the Bud; 


Yet for my Sake this Favour grant him ſtill; 
Let him live one Third Night, hen damn him if you 
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MousE-T rap: 


OR THE 


CAMBRIAN PATRIOT. 


Tnhuman Men, 

8 7 in Guile and Miſchief, hade contrived 

A Dize Macnine, full of infidious Fraud, 

They call a Tae, .a mortal Foe to Mick. 

Hom. Batr. 
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= _— Ul MUSCIPUL4 wfra, in Murti- 
aum /olummod} Pernicem excogitata, mihimet- 
ii quoque in Danmum ceſſerit; utpote que 
tz Lucem prodierit alienis Maculis abunds 
inguinata: Nugas has, qualeſcungue fint, 
novis Typis mandare potius viſum eft, quam Mendacis Pra 
i Errata agneſcere, æquè ac mea. | 
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Fellow-Commoner 
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vented with no ill Defign on any living 
Creature but Mice) has prov'd very pre- 
judicial to its Author, by falling into un- 
| skilful Hands, and appearing in Publick 
moſt ſhamefully incorrect, I reſolv'd to revifemy PRo- 
JECT, and publiſh a New Edition of it (trivial as it is) 
that I might not be accountable for the egregious Errors 

of an illiterate Printer. 
How 


@INCE my Muscreula (which was in- 
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6. DE DICAT IO. 


As wereor, Juvenis dilectiſſime, ad me Licentiam pl 
guam Poeticam ſumpſiſſe credas, dum tuo Nomine Opuſculum 


hoc auſim exornare, quod iracundioribus quibuſdam vix in 
Patrice tue Laudem confici videatur. Hoc ft its foret, ne- 
gue ego dignus efſem, qui in Gentem tam illuſtrem turpiſſi- 
mam facerem Contumeliam ; nec Tu, qui eam in Te acci- 
peres. - Leviores autem ſunt he ludicræ Muſe Exercita- 
tions, "quam ut Fame Cambro-britannice quicquam poj- 


ſent. detrahere, aut ut Authorem- 


— —ͤ—ꝛ—ͤ 


Fratendum quidem eſt, me humilius Argumentum e Popu- 
. fo:Laudis fæcundi ie cepiſſe, qui ſublimiores potiùs Epieo 
Carmini Inagines, quam ridiculs Poemati Materiam ſup- 
peditaſſet. Preterquam verò quod inclyta Cambrorum 


Gefta Jocoſæ minus conveniebant Muſz ; haud Fas erat ca 


Lingug Latina deterrere, que non alia aptius poſſint exprim!, 
guam qua ipfi utebantur Heroes. Summa tamen Excuſati- 
onis meæ ( fiquidem quibuſdam Excuſatione caruiſſe videar ) 
| heacefl; quod nihil aliud vellem, quam ut Antiquiſſmie 
Gentis tuæ Dignitatem merito oflentatam windicarem. 


| 7 ampridem Gracia furtives, eee potuit, Hono- 
res Abi arrogavit : Et parum contenta à Chaldæis Aſtro- 
nomiam, à Phcenicibus e a Cretenſibus ſuum pe 
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How I ſhall anſwer for my more than Poetical Aſſu- 
rance, in preſuming to make you the Par Row of this 
little Performance, I own, Sis, I am at a Loſs ; fince 
fome Gentlemen, of too warm and ſanguine a Complex- 
ion, may be apt to put a wrong Conſtruction on my 
Deſign, and look on it as a very aukward MY ta 
your Countrymen. 


Dip I intend it as a Satire, I ſhould never 3 
myſelf for attempting to aſperſe ſo bold, ſo brave a Na- 
tion; nor can one of your Character, in my Opinion, 
fairly admit of ſuch a Thought. This Mocx-Pozu 
ſurely is too ludicrous, of too light a Nature, to caſt the 
leaſt Cloud over the Glories of any True-Born BRITox, 


or procure its Author the ſerious Reflection of any 


Man of Senſe. 


T wmusT own I have made choice of a h 1 

a People ſo highly deſerwing, and who are capable of fur- 
niſhing more pompous rages for an Epic Pot, than 
ridiculous Materials for a Piece of Burleſſue. Beſides, 
as the Exploits of the Cambro-Britons are too Great and 
Heroic for the Pen of a Comic Muſe, it would be an Act 
of Injuſtice to commemorate them in any other Lan- 
guage than their own. I have this to offer only in my 
Defence, (for ſome perhaps may imagine I ſtand in need 


of an Excuſe) that I had nothing in my Eye but the 


Honour of your Country, and the publick Vindication 
of its renown'd Antiquity, 

GREECE has long ago in a clandeſtine Manner graſp- 
ed at all the Honours ſhe could lay the leaſt Pretence 
to; and not ſatisfyed with having tranſlated Aftronomy 
from the Chaldzans, Letters from the Phenicians ; nay 

their 
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8 DE DIC AT IO. 


Jovem tranſtuliſſe, adinvents inſuper MUS C IPUL 4 
imperfictam adbuc Gloriam woluit conſummiſſe. Cuinam 
iucirco Britoni Bilem non moveret, Homerum, qui haud ul- 
tra ter mille Annos abhinc ſeripfſſe cenſetur, ſtupendam 
hanc Machinam nupero attribuiſſe Artifici, que longè ve- 

tuſtiori Cambrorum Aſtutia acceptam refert Originem ? 

Hic quidem de Causd Fame Gentis tuæ mature profpicien- 
dum efſe duxi, ne aut Græci Cambros tuos emula Vetu- 

tuſtate exuperaſſe viderentur; aut Homeri Faber ſuas d 
TAFFE TO weſtro Laudes ſurriperet. 


Duym verò Cambri tui ob. tot. eximia Facinora juſie 
inclaruerint, nil mirere, fi anxius haream quibus Te pre» 
ſertim Encomiis, Mi chariſime Condiſcipule, celebrare 
geftiam, In quo, & Patriæ, & Gentilitie, Virtutes tam 
ambiguã commiſcentur Elegantid, ut augurari vix liceat, 
um plus Splenderis, Familie, an Nationi Tue fis alla- 
turus. Objirmatum. in tuendis Cambriæ Tue Juribus A. 


morem, hon:flam in vindicandis Legum inflitutis Pertinaciam, 
piam in conſervanda Eceleſiæ Caſftiſime Dignitate Forti- 
tudinem, Majores Tui Tibi derivarunt. Et quid non optima 
Fare ſpndeat ſibi Wallia 3 dum. accreſcentem indies præco- 

cit 
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their Jo vx himſelf from the Cretans, was arrived to 
that Pitch of Aſſurance, as to engroſs to herſelf (eſteem- 
ing her Glories otherwiſe incompleat) the „le Irvention 
of the Mousk-TR AP. , 
How then ſhould any True- Born Briton forbear 
to ſhew his juſt Reſentment, to hear ſo modern an 
Author as Homer, who at fartheſt wrote but Three 
Thouſand Years ago, aſcribe this Gx AND Prxojtcr to 
the elaborate Thought of a cotemporary Artiſt, when 
it is full well known it ow'd its Original to the teem- 
Ing Brain of a Judicious WEL cua-Max, who 
lived ſome Hundreds of Years before he was born or 
thought of ! | 

For this Reaſon, Six, I eſteem'd it my Duty to 
convince the World of ſo egregious an Error, to vindi- 
cate your Country's Right to Antiquity, and to prevent 
that ſame Homer's modern Engineer from running away 


with all the Applauſe of fo »/eful an Invention, which 
is alone due to your celebrated Tarry. 


Ax here J confeſs, Dear Felloau-Collegian, ſince your 
Countrymen have been ſo remarkable for their uncom- 
mon Atchievements, I am at a Loſs for proper Colours to 


expreſs your Merit. For in you, Six, the Virtues of 


your Country, and your moſt worthy Family, are fo 
ambiguouſly interwoven, that 1s is difficult to determine 
whether you are a greater Ornament to the One, or the 
Other. You have deriv'd from a lang Train of Anceſtors, 
an unſhaken Reſolution to defend the Rights and Privi- 
leges of the beſt Conſlitution, and an holy and flaming 
Zeal to maintain the Honour of the pure Church. And 
may not WALESs be juſtly big with the greateſt Expec. 
tations, when with Pleaſure ſhe beholds ſo bright as 
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10 DEDICATIO. 
is Ingenii Ghriam non fine ſummũ Letitid prevideat ; dim 
hee eximia Virtutem, Semina accurata M AGDALE- 


N E noſtræ Cura feliciſſimis excolat Auſpiciis. 


Cam dehine ad \ſubaBam Maturitatem adoleverit F udicii 
Acumen, & inter majores Amicorum plauſus, tenuiores he 


mer Laudes evanuerint ;; paruulum hoc mutue Amicitia 


Pignus, ſubind? a ſpicere ne dedigueris, Negue fis prorſus 
immemor, aut mei, aut 


Actæ non alio Rege Pueritize. 
Sum, 
Omni Obſequio, 


Tibi devinctiſſmus, 
Mag. Coll. 


Oxon. 


1709, 


E. HoLDswor'th. 


DEDICATION. 11 
Genius daily ſhooting forwards, and Our MacDaien, 
by her benign Influence, FORE the money of ſo 
promiſing a Plant, 

Wunx hereafter your Kuben ſhall arrive to its 
full Maturity, and my poor Eulgiums be loſt in the 
more extenſive Commendations of your Friends, I hope 
you will ſometimes condeſcend to ſmile on this Tr; 
and accept of it as a Teſtimony of that Friendſhip 


us, 


Jam 


S 1 R, 


_ 


Your moſt Obliged, 
Moſt Obedient, 


2 Humble Servant, 


E. HoL.DSWORTH. 
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Onticolam Britonem, qui primus Vincula 
Muri 
Finxit, & ingenioſo occluſit Carcere Furem, 
Lethaleſq; Doles, & inextricabile Fatum, 
Muſa, refer. Tu, Phæbe potens, (nam te 
guog; quondam | 
Muribus infeſtum dixerunt Smynthea Yates) 
O faveas; & tot Cambrorum e Montibus unum 
Accipiens vice Pindi, adfis dum pingere Verſu 
Res tenues, humiliq; juvat calludere Mus. 
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FYS TRIUMPH. 
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ING, heav'nly Muſe, in Lays harmonious 
fin 


i 1 
il 


The CauzRO-BRIrox, whoſe prolifick 
ARIA Brain 
Firſt form'd an Ex INE, to the jovial Mice 

| Ill-boding, menacing Deſtruction dire. 
And Thou, A//-pow'rful Prozsus, deign to aid 
Her F/ight audacious : Erſt (as Poets ſing) 
_ Thou once profeſs'd thyſelf to Mice a Foe, 
Dreadful, implacable : Nor ſcorn to own 
Some lofty Cambrian Mount, which lifts its Head 
High as Parnaſſus ; but from thence dart down 
Thy fluence, while ſhe purſues her Theme, 
==" Tho' trivial, in ſublime, MiLroxic Verſe. 
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77 MUSCIPULA. 


| Mus, inimicum Animal, predari W viweri rapte 
. 8 impun diu, Spolii qua innata Libido 
Fuſſerat, erravit, ſceleratim exercuit Stem 
Inpawidus, ſalienſq; hinc illinc, cuncta maligno 
Corrupit Dente, & Patind male luſit in omni. 
Nl erat intactum, ſed ubiq; domeſlicus Hoſtts 
Aſfiduus corviva aderat ; non Mania Furtis 
Ohare, aut Vectes poterant ſervare Placentas, 
Robuftewe Fores ; qua non data Porta, peredit 


Efe fibi introitum, Dapibuſq; indulfit inemptis. 


Peſtis at hec totum dum ſerpfit inulta per Orbem, 
Cambria præcipue flevit, quia Caſeus i/lic 
Multus olet, quem Mus non, æque ac plurima, libat, 
Aut leviter tantum arrodit, fed Dente frequenti 
Excavat, interiuſq; Domos exculpit edules. 


Gens tota incenſa eft ſuper bis, Rabieſy; Dolorgz 
Diſcruciant Animos, frendent, Fuga ſumma pererrant, 
Stare Loco ignorant; nam Cambris prona Furori 


* . Corda calent, ſubitaq; igneſcunt Pectora Bile ; 


Cum Digitis, credas Animos quoque Sulphure tindos. 


Ergo 


The Moust- TRA. 15 


To Plunder, and to Rapine giv'n, a Mousk, 
Horrible Manfter ! wander'd from Diſh to Diſh, - 
And knew no Danger, for ſhe knew no Gin: 

Long exercis'd the fly, Mercurial Art, 
Unpumiſh'd, uncontroul'd ; nor left untouch'd 
Brown Bread or White, or Milk, or Bacon rough, 
Or fragrant Cheeſe, delicious in Decay. 

And, tho* unwelcome, came a conſtant Guef#, 
Daring, audacious, nor would bear Repulſe. 

In vain with Walls, and Bars, and folded Doors, 
They ſtrove to ſtop his Entrance; for with Teeth, 
As Razors keen, he'd gnaw his Paſſage thro', 
And taſte of Food delicious, without Coft. 

But whilſt this Pe malewlent ſpread o'er 

The gloomy Face of this Terreſtrial Globe, 

In thee, O Cambria ! chief ſhe tyranniz'd ; 

For Cheeſe, thy choicefl Product, tempting ſmells, 
And odorous, which the Mick, meer Epicures, 
Not, as all other Viands, only taſte, 

Or lightly nibble, curious delicate, 

Dainty, not liking, but with greedy Eyes, 

And greedier Teeth voracious, from the Morn 
To Even, excavate the ſolid Maſs, 

And 'midſt their Eatahles prepare their Dome. , 

Atithis the CamBRo-BriToNs, vex'd, with Fury burn, 
And Indignation. Madneſs and deep Revenge 
Tear their {woln Breaſts. Their Eye-Balls fiery red 
Appear, with glowing Vengeance, and Deſpair. 

They fret, they fume, from CF to Cliſ they rove 
Wandring, impatient ;. for theſe Paſſions, Hate, 
Malice, and Diſcord naturally ſhake 

Their State of Mind; and Rea/or never rules, 
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6 MUSCIPULA. 


Ergo jubente Ira, dignas cum Sanguine Panas 
Sumere decretum eft, ſed guã Ratione Latronem 
Tam cautum illaqueant, quo Vindice Furta repellant 
Incertum ; neg; Felis enim tua, Cambre, tweri 
Tea, nec adverſis poterat ſuccurrere Rebus. 

Ila quidem varias poſuit circum Ora Caverne 
Tofidias, tacitog; Pede ad caua Limina repens 
Excubias egit; fruftra ; Mus nempe pufillb 

. Corpore ſecurus, tantd & prefiantior Hate 

Quo minor, intentum Prede fi forte videret 
Cuftodem ante Fores, retro irruit, inque receſſus 
Aufugit curvos, atque invia Felibus Antra : 

Inde Caput metuens iterum proferre, nec auſus 
Excurſus tentare novat, niſi Cafira meveret 

Prado, atgz omne aberat vigili cum Fele Peric' lum. 


Sic Cambri (Cambros Fceat componere Muri) 
Eluſere Hoſtes, cam Julius, Orbe ſubacto, 
Inperio adjecit Britonas z fic nempe receſſit 
Ad Latebras Gens tota, & inexpugnabile Vallum, 
Mantes ; fic ſua Saxa inter, medioq; Ruinæ 
Delituit tuta, & deſperans vincere inci | 

Ne- 


The Movst- Trae. 
But /enſual Appetite claims conſtant Sway. 


Thus, prompted by their Rage, they doom their Foe, 


With one Conſent, to Puniſhment condign: 

But by what Means to apprehend this Foe, 

And put in Execution their Defign, + 

They know not, dubious ; for Ga 1MALx1nN tern, 
But trivial Aid (if any) could afford. 

Vain were their Anbuſcades, her narrow Watch, 
And fly, and ſubtle Motions tow'rds the Mouth 
Of the ſmall concave Dome; the Mov ss ſecure, 
Fearleſs within the narrow Compaſs lies, 

Nor dreads her hoſtile Paws 3 Greater than ſhe 
By being Le. If haply he eſpies 

His watchful Guardian at his narrow Port, 

He ſoon ſculks in, and thro” the dark Receſs 
Runs winding, to Gx1MaLK1Ns bulky, Paths 
Unpaſſable, impervious ; yet not dares 

To peep Abroad, or new Excurfions make, 
Till his dire Enemy removes her Camp, 

And Danger, with her Per/on, diſappears, 

Thus whilom Camsr1a (pardon the Compare) 
Baffled victorious Casar ; when to his Arms 
Invincible BRITANRNIA yielded, and 
Confeſt him Lord Supreme, him Homage paid. 

For thus each CamBro-BrrTron ſtrait repair'd 
To craggy Hill, or y Mountain, fate Retreat, 
Impregnable by Nature, not by Art. 
Thus, in the conclave Cliffs they ſculk*d, they hid; 
Midſt of deſtructive Ruin ſafe, ſecure, 
And tho? of Cong'ring thoughtleſs, yet diſdain'd 
To be gercome ; nor were, tho' fled, o'ercome. 
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Neluit ; hinc priſeos memorant longo Ordine Patres, 
Indumitaſq; crepant Terras Linguæg; Senectam. 


Felinos igitur poſiquam Mus ſepiùs Ungues 
Fugerat, & Britoni Spes non erat ulla Salutis 

A Socio Belli, ſupremo in Limite Terr 
Concilium accitur, quã mime Menevia plorat 
Curtatos Mitra Titulos, & Nomen inane 
Semi-ſepulte Urbis ; properant hinc inde frequentes 
Patreſque, Procereſque,, & Odorum Sulphure Yulgus. 


Tum Senior, cui ſæpè ſuis in Montibus Hircus 
Prolixam invidit Barbam, cuig; Ora Mamjq;, 
Priſca incruſiavit Scabies, Ppectabilis Aula 
Stat media, fractus Senio, Poſtiq; reclinis 
Cambrorum wexato Humeris ; & Gutture ab imo 
Denſas præcipitans Voces, Non, inquit aperto 
&« De Bello, ſed Furto agitur ; non exterus Hoſlis, 
„ Sed majus graviuſq; Malum, nimis intimus Hopes, 
« Compulit huc Populum. Dominabitur uſq; Tyrannus 
« Mus petulans ? Vos ergo, Patres, venerabilis Ordo, 
4 Qutis Patriæ pretioſa Salus, finite Dolores 

Caonfilio tantas, & fi Spes ulla ſuperſit, 


« Pra- 
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At this puff'd up, their G EATOOIES 
In Length prodigious they produce, and boaſt 
Their Land unconquer'd, and their Tongue antique. 
Thus when the Mouss long TimeGz1MALKIN * 


Watchful, Death menacing, and no Relief, 
No Conſolation from her Care was found 
Two HzAA Ls, by the Nation's ſtrict Command, 
With awful Ceremony, and with Trumpets Sound, 
Proclaim a Councir forthwith to be held 
In the remoteſt Part of all their Land, 
Where now St. Dav1d's (once in high Renown) 
Her Title to a Biſboprici deplores 
Deficient, Shadow of what once ſhe was. 
The Summons heard, the SEN ATE hither came, 
With Hundreds and with Thouſands on their Way 
Attended, who with fab ron Scent the Place perfum' d · 
When ſtrait a SENATOR with Cie Beard, 1 
In Length prodigious, philoſophic, and = 
With Hands by foul Diſea ſe ſcab'd o'er, all rough .=' 
To Sight ungrateful, ſtammering in his Speech, l 
Midſt of the Gxand AvpiENCE thus began. * 
« Tisn't *cauſe Open War, or Foreign Pow'r | 4 
« Infeſts us, that we're here in Council met; | E 
But what's more dangerous, a Domeſtic Foe. | 4 
“Shall then, my_Frends, my Countrymen, ſhall then 4 
* A haughty, inſolent Mous g the Tyrant play | 
* Forever unoppos'd, to CamBri1a's Shame, 1 
LAnd conſtant Obloquy ? Let Us, on whom f 
% Our Country's future Woe or Bliſs depends, 4 
“ With Force united, and with Arms eſſay | ! 
« To 4i/enthrane this proud Uſ/urper, and 1 


— 
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« Propitias adbibite Manus; fic CADW ALADE RI 
Dum clareſcat Homos, weſtra. hic quoqg; Gloria creſcet. 


Dixit, & ante Oculus Fragmenta, & mucida tollens 
Fruſtula, Religuias Furti, Monumenta Rapinæ, 
Exacuit Cambrorum Ira: : Nunc æmulus Ardor 
Vindictæ, nunc Laudis Amor, ſub Pectore Patrum : 3. 
Ardet, inauditam meditatur quiſqy; Ruinam as + 
Muri, MUSC IPUL AM; Hatim extudit ont. Ofrebrun. 


At quidam unte alios notus Cognomine TA FFI, 
Et magis Ingenio celebris, cui WALL TA nunquam 
LEqualem peperit, Faber idem, idemg; Senator 
Eximius, ic orſus erat: &i Ghria Gentis 
„ Caſeus intereat, metua ne tota Colonum 
Dęficiat Cana, & Menſz Decut omne ſecundæ 
& Divitibus percat; quoniam ergo Wallica Virtus 
« FE: Feles nequeant ſuperare hæc Monſira, fabrilis 
ce Dextera quid poffit, quid Machina vafra, Doligz 
& Experiar; Dolus, an Virtus, quis in Hoſte requirit ? 


Talia jaflantem circumſtant undeque fixis 
Hæreutes Oculis, ſperataq; Gaudia lets, 
* Mur- 
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* Compoſe our preſent Evils; then, while the Name 
Of great CAD wWATLA DEN on Cambrian Hills 
« In Lays harmonious is ſung, or pip'd, 
Shall this Day's York be trumpeted by Fame. 
He ended frowning, and before their Eyes, 
Producing various Fragments, the Remains 
Of an old. Moulay Cheeſe the Mou s E had eat, 
Added new Fęwel to their Flames ; and now 
Deſire ofaquic Revenge, and pleaſing Praiſe, 
Move 'em alternately : Each does deviſe 
Unheard-of Torments; of all Terms of Peace 
Thoughtleſs, ſhould Terms of Peace be ſought. 
But One Teleped Tay, ſoon up roſe, 
Great CamBR1a's Chiefeſt Pride, who ſeem'd alone 
For Dignity compos'd, and high Exploit ; 
Both Vulcan and a Senator, whoſe Tongue 
Dropping down Mama, charming to the Ear, 
With ſoft, perſuaſive Accent thus began. 
« If CHEE sE, moſt Nor LE PEERs, our Nation 8 
Boaſt, 
* Should be by this inteſtine Foe deſtroy'd, 
« I dread the Conſequence; the poorer Sort 
* Inevitably muſt ane Meal forego, 
« And You one dainty Cour/e(Aﬀiftions great ; 
* Which O ye Gops avert! (Then here he.paus'd : 
For Grief had ſtopp'd the Organs of his Speech) 
But ſoon recovering, his Diſcourſe renew'd. 
cc Since therefore, nor the Dint of Cambrian Arms, 
« Nor ſhark Ga IMALEIx's Paws avail, I'll try 
« What my Right Hand, my Art can do, texpel 
« Mine, and, to me what's more, my Country's Foe. 
He ſcarce had finiſh'd, when ſuch Murmur fill'd 
The Crowd, as when the Woods and Rocks retain 


The 
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Murmure certatim teſtantur, & unde Salutem 
Promiſſam expetent, rogitant, ardentg; dbceri. 


Ile Caput ſealpens, (nam multum ſcahere Cambris 
Expeait ) horrendum fubrifet, & Ora refolvens 
Talia Verba refert : © Cum feſſus Membra 2 uieti 
& Heflerna ſub Nocte dedi, & Sopor obruit altus 
% Lumina, Mus audax ſectatus, opinor, Odores 
« Quos non concoctus pingui exhalavvit ob Ore 
« Caſeus, accęſſit furtim, & Compage folutis 
cc Faucibns irrepſit, jau; ip/a in Viſcera lapſus, 
« Crudas Ventris Opes rapere, hefternamqur; paravit, 
« Hes male munito furari é Gutture Canam. 
« Excuſſus ſubits Somnis, fub Dente Latronem, 
« Dum reflire javat, prev, fouſrag; rebellem 
&« Mordaci Finch aftrinxi. Sic Carcere Murem 
« Poſſe capi inſiruftus, nova mox Ergaſtula, mecum 
« Hæc meditans, flatui Fabricare, Animog; Catenas 
% Effinxi tales, mihi quas ſuggeſſerat Oris 
« Captious. Mirum O. guali regit omnia Lege 
« Dextra Arcana Jovis! Quam cæcis Paſſibus errat 
« Cauſarum Series! Nobis Mus ip/e Salutem 
« Frvirus dedit, & quos attultt ante Dolores, 
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The Sound of bluſt'ring Boreas : Such Applauſe 
Was heard as Tay ended: All demand 
To know this New Invention, Inſtrument 
Of promis'd Joy to them, to Mics of Woe. 

Tax ſome Time deliberating fat, 
Scratching his Pericranium (Cuſtom old, 
Approv'd expedient, when in penſive Mood 
The CamBRro-BrrTon fits, and deep in Thought) 
Smiling Majeſtick, full as De{phian Prieſt, 
To all the Pzzrs on either Hand thus ſpake. 

« Laſt Night, when tir'd with Work and Thought, 

I lay, | 

« Couch'd on my matted Bed, and gentle Sleep 
«© With ſoft Oppreſſion ſeiz'd my drowzed Senſe ; 
e A bold preſumptuous Mous x, by frequent Scent 
* Of toaſted Cheeſe invited, ſtrait approach'd = 
« My Mouth wide-gaging, and with agile Leap 1 
« Ruſh'd down my Throat impetuous, and within, 4 
« Plund'ring my Magazine of all her Store, 3 
c Alarm'd, I ſuddenly awoke ; mean while | 
The Mousz, conſciqus of Guilt, with equal Speed 12 
« Retir'd, and paſſing by thoſe hoftile Guards, = 
'« Now watchful, was ſurpriz'd betwixt their Paints, 
« And left his Breath with guſhing Blood effug'd. 
«© Thus then inſtructed that our common Foe 
« Might be impriſon'd, and his Power reſtrain'd ; 
« Thoughtful of what had happen'd, I refoly'd 
« 'T*exert my Skill Vulcanian, and compoſe 
6 (As Fancy ſhould ſuggeſt) a murd'rous Tray. 
“(O wond'rous! With what conſtant, ſteady Care 
« Does the Right Hand of the dread Thund'rer Jove 
© Manage all Secrets!) Thus the filly Movss, 
« Prime Cauſe of all our Miſery and Woe, 
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” Tollere jam docuit 3 newe hunc habuifſe Magiftrum 
Vos pudeat, Patres ;_Fas eſt vel ab Hoſte doceri”. 
He ubi dicta, Domum repetit, comitantur euntem » 
Plaudentes Populi, atg; benigna Laboribus optant 
Omina. Tum celeri ſua quiſq; ad Limina Curſu 
Nuncius it, Laribuſq; refert, que Munera TAFFI 
Tngenio ſperanda forent ; dumg; Ordine narrant 
Omnia, dumg; Deis, ut tanta Incapta ſecundent, 
Peta ferunt, monite preſago Pectore Feles, 
Plus ſolito Iuſere, & (fi Fas credere Fame ) 
Sub manibus Matrum ſaliere Coagula Lactis. 
Enerea TAFFI Manibuſy; Animag; viciſim 
Tuftat magna Operi, & Divina Palladis Arte 


MUSCIPUL AM zdificat ; fit Machina mira, novãg; 


Induitur Vultũs Specie T ragi-comica Moles. 

Quin age, fi tibi, Muſa, vacat, Spectacula pandas 
Ifuntis Fabrice, & percurrens fingula, totam 
Compagem expedias. Quadrati Lamina Ligni 
Summum imumq; tegit; Filiorum Ferreus Ordo © 
Munit utrumgue latus, parviſqz uti fulta Columnis 
Stat Domus; Introitus patet infidioſus, Amicum 
Muribus Hoſpitium oftentans ; ſed deſuper horret 
Fanua, Perniciem minitans, tenuiqz Ruina 
Suſpenſa eft Filo ; (uſq; aded ſua Stamina Parcæ 
Muribus intexunt, & pendent onnia Filo.) 

In ſummo Tecti, mediaq; in Parte Tabellz, 

Stat Lignum erectum, ſciſſ cum Vertice, cui Trabs 
Parvula tranſverſim inſeritur, juſtogue libratas 
Utring; extendit Palmas, quarum altera quantum 
| Deprimitur, tantùm arnexam levat altera Portam. 


In- 
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6 To his own Ruin, and Perdition ſure, 

«« Firſt Remedy preſcrib'd with good Effect: 
Nor ſcorn Inſtruction, tho' from one ſa mean; 
« *Tis worthy Praiſe to learn ev'n from a Foe. 

He faid ; departing, all the fav'ring Crowd 
With deaf*ning Shouts return'd him loud Acclaim, 
Wiſhing him all Succeſs, elate with Joy. 

Th' Afembly thus broke up, each to his Home 
Repairs blithſom, and to his Gops relates 
Tarry's Emprize ; and whilſt they invocate 
Their Aid on his Behalf, (if Fame lye not) 

With more than uſual Mirth Gz1MaLxan skipp'd, 
Winding her Tail in many a Wreath, careleſs, 
Unmindful of her Food, or by Preſage, 

Or Inſtinct, thoughtful of far happier Days. 

Tarry, mean time, with buſy Thought intent 
On this Gx EAT WoRx, by divine PaLLas? Aid, 
Erects a Movst-T rar wond'rous to behold. 

Now fail me not, O Muſe! who thee implores 
Submiſſively for Aid, while F deſcribe 
This Artificial FaBr1ck, Goalile Work. 

Its Zenith and its Nadir were compos'd 
Of Wood form'd Quadrate; on each Side 
A Row of ſtrong retentive Wire: The Dome 
Stood (as it were) on various Pillars propp'd. 

The treacherous Entrance lay wide ope, to Mics 
Seemingly hoſpitable, but o'er Head 
The Door hung tickliſh, menacing, or Death, 

Or ſtritt Confinement. In the Midſt there ſtood 

A Column rais'd up forky, on whoſe Top 

A Beam] Lath-like lay croſs, whoſe utmoſt Points 
Stretch'd equal Diſtance both Ways: One depreſt; 
The other does the Door contiguous uplift. 

L2 With- 
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nuteriore Domo, per Tei exile Foramen 

Demiſſum pendet Ferrum, quod mobile ludit 
Huc illuc facili Tau! curvatur in Hamum 
Bina Pars, Eſcamg; tenet ; Pars altera prendit 
Perfidioſa Trabem ertremam; at cum ſenſerit Heſtem 
Lethales guſtaſſi Cibos, Mora nulla ſolutam 
Dimittit Portam, primumgz ulciſcitur Itum. 

His ita diſpoſitis, pendentem protinus Hamum 
Induit Infidiis TAFFI, exitioſaq; Muri 
Da Alimenta facit; fed quo fragrantior efſet 
Caſeus, & Murem ixvitaret lungiùs, Eſcam 
Fatalem torret Flammis, Vimg; addit Odhri. 

Et jam Nox memoranda aderat, cùm feſa Cubili 
Membra lvans TAFFI, juxta Pubvinar amicam 
MUSCIPUL AM flatuit, fidog; Satellite tutus 
Jndulſit facili Semno. Gent improba, Mures 
Laſcivi intered exiliunt, Ne&i/q; filentis_ 

Profidio confifi errant ; tum Naribus acer 

Mus gutdam, Dux eximius, Diis natus imgquis, 
Caſtra inimica petit, gud grato Flamine toftus 

Caſeus allexit. Venienti prima reſiſtunt 

Clathra, aditumg; negant ; ſed turpem ferre repulſam 
Alle indignatus, Munimina ferrea circum 

Curſitat, & criſpat Naſum, intriotumg; ſagaci 
Explorat Barba ; jamg; irremeabile Limen 
tngreſſus, Votigz potens, triſtem arripit Eſcam 
Exitiumg; vorat lætus, potiturg; Ruind. 

TAFFI, exaudito Strepitu, quem pendula Porta 
Lapſa dedit, cubito erigitur, Thalamog; triumphans 
 Exilit, impatiens diſtendi, . nouus Hoſpes 


Ve- 
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Within, from the Houſe-Top, a Vire hangs down 
Dangling, the Sport of every Wind, or Touch; 
Whoſe lower Part, crooked like Fiſh-hook, held 
The Bait ſweet-ſcenting, and whoſe top-moſt Point 
Touch'd lighty the zhin Beam; which, when. the Mouss 
Unwary, nibbling, moves it, ſtrait. lets go, 
Claps down the Door, and holds hey Captive bound. 
Thus all compos'd, and order'd, Tarry ſoon 
Baits the deceitful Hook, and makes ev'n Food, 
Preſervative of Life, the Means of Death. 
But firſt, to make it more delicious, and to.M1cs 
More grateful, odoriferous, toafts it well. 
Darkneſs jnow riſing, and from End to End 
Night's Hemiſphere. veiling th* Horizon round, 
And timely Dew. of Sleep with ſſumb' rous Weight 
Cloſing his Eye-Lids; at his Head he fix'd 
His Guardian Moust-TraP ; ſo ſecure, repos'd. 
Mean Time the jovial Mic (a turbulent Rout). 
Dance up and down preſumptuous, truſting - 
To the dark Covert of th* opacous Night. 
When on a ſudden their great Cyi1zyTatx-ſnuffs, . 
Scenting the Cheeſe, and under Planet born 
Malevolent, makes towards the hoſtile TA AP. 
At firſt the Lattice barr'd his Way; .enrag'd, . 
Not able to endure ſo baſe Repulſe, 
Wrinkling his Noſe, from Place to Place he hies, 
And by ſagacious Beard explores the Door: 
And now th' irremiable Threſhold paſt, poſſeſs'd 
Of what he wiſh'd, devours the fatal Bait. . 


Tarr y thejoyous Sound o'er-hearing, which the Door 


High pendant, clapping down, had made, aroſe . 
Triumphant, and with winged Speed prepar'd 
To welcome to his TRA» his unknown Gf. 
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Venerat. Intered furit intùs Ridiculus Mus, 

Et Fonte, & Pedibus pugnat, jamg; interwallis 
Clathrorum Caput impingit, Ferrumg; fatigat 
Dentibus inſanis. Sic olim in Retia Marſus 
Aus Aer, fremit horrendus, fanuoſaq; quaſſat 
Fixcula, Ludibrium Catulis, diffuſa per Armos = 
{t Spuma, arrectægue rigent in Pectore Sete. 


Poftera Lux oritur, decurrunt Montibus altis 
Præcipites Cambri, nam cunctas wenit ad Aures 
Res nova; quippe Aſinus, ſolitd Gravitate remiſid, 
Et jam Pigritiæ oblitus, laſciviar Hædo 
Aſcendit Montem, qua Cambrum, diſſonus Ore, 
Præconum fimulams, ter rauco Gutture rudens, 

Te celebrat, TAFFI, ter publica narrat Amicis 


Gaudia. Bubo etiam (Cambrorum difus ab illo 


Tempore Legatus) per Compita ubigue, per Urbes, 
Tata Nocte errans, Rofirum frrale Fenefiris 
Stridulis impegit, cecinitg; inſiantia Muri 

Funera. Parturiunt Montes, atq; agmine denſo 
Penbrochiz multus ruit Incola, Mervimizque, 
Duiq; tenent Bonium, & Mariduna Mania Yate 
Iuchyta Merlino ; weniunt facunda Glamorgan 
Dues alit, & Vage potor, rigiduſq; Colonus 
Gomerici Montis. Tum circumſtante Coronã 
Audit capto TAF F, iratumg; laceſſens, | 
& Nequicquam lucteris, (ait) dammaberis Are 

*« FVitima prima meæ, memorig; hac Limina tinges 
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And now the impriſon'd Movusz with Fury burns 

And deep Deſpair ; between the diſtant Bars, 

With Force impetuous runs his frantick Head, 

And with contracted Brow attacks the Wire, 

Implacable, and impotent to bear 

His mighty Grief: So when the griſly * 

Once ſees himſelf beſet, in Toilsenclos'd, 

He whets his Tusks, he looks aghaſt, he frets, 

Erects his Hide, and foaming churns the Ground, 
Soon as to re-falute the World with Light 

Leucothoe wak'd, and with freſh Dews embalm'd 

The Earth, the CamBro-Bairons quit their Mounts, 

All conſcious of the News, with winged Speed. 

For now the Ass his Gravity forgetting, 

Wanton, laſcivious as the Goet, aſcends 

The Mountains, an whoſe Top he brays, 

Wide-gaping, imitating Cambrian Herald, 

And Thrice proclaims aloud Great Tarr y*s Name, 

And to his Friends, high pleas'd, the General Joy ; 

Sounds ominous ! 'The Ow L at Midnight flying, 

Thro' every Town, with Beak uncomely bent, 

Screams out to M1ce the Trump of doleful Doom. 

The Hills brought forth, the Camsro-Bairoxs flock d 

In Numbers numberleſs from every Place, 

From Pembroot, Merioneth, and Merlin's Walls, 

Glamorgan's ſruitful Soil, and from the Banks 

Of Vaga's lucid Stream, and from the Mount 

Of Gomer. When in a circular Form 

The Crowd promiſcuous ſtood, TA y x produced 


His Captive, and inſulting, thus began. 


An vain thou ſtruggleſt, thou by Fate art doom'd 
« My Vidin; on my Altar ſhalt thou burn: 
Thy Blood ſhall here be ſpill'd, Memorial 
Of 
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% Sanguine ; Spes nulla eft, retro fugientibus obſtant- 
&« Non exorandi Poſtes : Dabis, improbe, Pænas 

% Pro Meritis, Vitamg; ſimul cum Carcere linques. 


Vix ea fatus erat, cum Ludicra Felis aprico 
Culmine defiliit Tei guò. ſæpe folebat, 
Cruribus extenſis, molli Iangueſcere Luxu. 
Afpicit inſtantem Captivus, & erigit Aures, 
Gibboſog; riget Tergo, nec Limen apertum 
Jam tentare audit, ſed in ipſo Carcere ſolam 
Sem Libertatis ponens,. ſua Vincula prenſat 
Unguibus hamatis, Pedibuſq; tenacibus hæret. 
Excutitur tamen; & Feles rapidiſſima Prædæ 
Involat, & fruftra luctantem evadere ſœwo 
Implicat Amplexu, crudeliag; Oſcula figit. 
Nulla.. datur Requies ; agili Sinuamine Caudæ 
Gaudia teftatur Victrix, & flexile. Corpus. 
Laſcivo. werſans Saltu, . mods Gorpore prono 
Attentè invigilat Muri, modo Colla benignis 


_ Ungui-ulis leviter palpaus, mentitur Amorem 


Dum lacerare parat; variã fic Arte jocoſam- 
Barbariem exercet, lepidaq; Tyrannide ludit. 


At Nugis tandem defeſſa, nec amplius Iram- 
Diſſimulans, acuit Dentes, & More Leonis 
Impaſti, incumbit Prædæ : jam Pectore ab imo 
Murnurat, & tremulus Artus, & Sanguine ſparſa: 
Viſcera dilaniat. Plebs circumfuſa Cruorem 
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Of our Nation's Joy. All Hopes are vain, 
All Flight th' inexorable Door denies. 
Thou ſhalt have Torments equal to thy Crimes, 
Ulf poſſible) —— Not Syfphus's Toil, | 
Not all Ixian's Pangs, when on the Wheel, 
© Dire Conſequence of Taztling ! nor. the Smart 
* Prometheus felt on Caucaſus, or huge 
** Gigantic Tytizs, when with Thunder ſtruck, 
Shall ſtand in Competition with thy Woe. 
He ſcarce had finiſh'd, when from Sunny Top 
Of that ſame Dome GRIMALRIN leap'd, where oft 
She lay in lazy Mood, ftretch'd out at length. 
The Captive, ſpying his Foe advancing ſtern, 
His Ears erects, his crooked Back humps up, 
Nor dares to make Excurſion ; moſtſecure | 
In his once hated Priſon-Walls, he hugs | 
His pleaſing Chain, till by main Strength of Arm | 
Oblig'd to quit his Hold, GximaLxin's Paws 
Salute him roughly, ſtruggling to eſcape. 
No Truce on any Terms is granted, ſhe her Joy, | 
By waving of her flexile Tail, declares, 
And wanton Leap: Now on the Ground ſupine, 
Sedulous, ſhe eyes the Movse ; now gently pats | 
| Her Neck with her clench'd Claws, pretending Love, 1 
While in her Heart ſhe meditates Revenge; = 
Thus triumphs barbarous, and the Tyrant plays. = 
Now ſhe with ſporting tir'd, her inward Rage 
No more diſſembling, whets her fatal Teeth, | 
And like a Lion falls upon her Prey, . l 
Grumbling, with Hunger pinch'd, and Limb from Limb | > 
Divides, obdurate, mercileſs, the trembling Movuss. [ = 
Whilſt now the joyous Populace behold mn 
The wiſh'd-for End of their Iteſtine Foe, 
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32 MUSCIPULA. 
nviſun afdiciens, Letis Clamoribus implent 
thera; Clamoreſqy; Echo, Cambræ Ircola Terre, 
Lete refert; reſonant Plinlimmonis ardua Moles, 
Et Brechin, & Snowdon ; Vicina ad Sidera fertur 
Plauſus, & ingenti firepit Offæ Foſſa Tumultu. 


Tu, TAFFI, eternim wives; tua Munera Cambri 
Nunc etiam celebrant, quotieſq; rewolvitur Aunus, 
Te memorant ; Patrium Gens grata tuetur Honorem, 
Feſtivog; ornat redolentia Tempora PORRO. 
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With loud Acclaim they rend the vaulted Skies ; 
And Echo Speechleſs, but when others ſpeak, 
Catching their Voice, well pleas'd, returns the Sound, 
Plinlimmon's Hills, and Snowdor's lofty Mounts, 

And Brechin's and the Ditch of O/a join 

In Chorus, to compleat the General Foy. 

Thou Tarry ſhalt for-ever live, thy Name, 
Thy Genius all-excelling, on Record ſhall ſtand: 
Ev'n now, each CAuBRO-BRITOx, ſolemnly 
One Day on the revolving Year obſerves, 

Of thee Memorial, and thy great Exploits ; 
And, in their Country's Honour, crown their Brows 
With odoriferous, never-fading LEE K. 
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BA CK-GAMMON: 


OK, THE 


BArrLE of the Friars. 


Tragi-Comic Tale. 


F two Battalions ſet in Rank and File, 
EE] And of the various Plunder and the Spoil ; 

How each th' Approaches of the other 
dreads, 

With two ſagacious Ger'rals at their 
Heads; | 

How Shot the Elephantine Tooth becomes, 

And Boxes rattle in the ſtead of Drums ; 

How Luck and Skill alternately advance; 

(The Force of Judgment, and the Pow'r of Chance) 

Of Paſſions overflowing in a Trice, 

And all the dreadful Tyranny of Dice, 

I ſing :—lnfru& me to recount the Fray; 

And give me Patience, - more than when. I play! 


M2 A 
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A doughty Friar, Fabris was his Name, 

Of ſober Aſpect, and of goodly Frame, 

In Table-Battles many a Foe had ſlain; 

And was become the Champion of the Plain. 

Wiſer in Art, he bolder grew in Arms, 

And all the Country dreaded his Alarms. 

The holy Brotherhood with Terror ſtruck, 

All the Lay-herd were Victims to his Luck: 

The Males againſt him never could ſucceed, 

And all the weaker Sex were weak indeed. 

For in this Table-War the Fair engage, 

And make ſometimes an Amazonian Age. 
Nothing could ſtop the Friar's warm Career; 

Some fell for want of Fortune, ſome for Fear : 

In num'rous Conflicts he had never fail'd ; 

When Art fell ſhort, th'Almighty Dice prevail'd, 
Thus the great“ Swede triumphantly went on, 

And Battles, without Number Battles won; 

Vanguiſh'd his Enemies without Controul! 

The hardy Rufſian, and the rugged Pole. 

But let not this, my Friend, elate thy Mind; 

Survey the dubious Caſualties behind : | 

See the great Charles at laſt to Fortune yield | 

At laſt view + Peter Maſter of the Field ! 

Hence Caution learn: Oh! learn to be afraid, | 

And keep ſecure the Conqueſts thou haſt made; : 

' Leſt thou art forc'd thy Trappings to reſign, 

And the renown'd J Pultowa's Fate be thine. 
The Friar's Fame, extended far and near, 

Had reach'd at laſt a Brother Friar's Ear. 


* The late King of Sweden. + The Czar. 
$ The Place where the . the King of Sweden. 
4 | OI He 
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He too in Table-Batthes early taught, 
From Alna Mater had the Science brought: 
Propoſing wiſely ſome Diverſion hence, 
If doom'd to toil in ES, or the Fens. 
Vituleo deem'd it but a pious Care, 
Both to revenge the Holy and the Fair; 
And Expectation of the coming Sport, 
Made a long, ſultry, tedious Journey ſhort. 
They met : And dauntleſs at the fatal Board 
The Signal gave.—Size Quator was the Word. 
Fabris, with Pleaſure ſparkling in his Eyes, 
Braves his new Foe, and all his Art defies : 
He then his 'Troops in martial Order plac'd ; 
Vituleo did the ſame, and boldly fac'd : 
(His valiant Troops the Olive Colour boaſt, 
And Fabris led the Ethiopian Hoſt) 
The Battle moves: The wary Chiefs look round, 
To ſee, and gain th' Advantage of the Ground. 
For the firſt Onſet Fabris did prepare, 
And Quator Size began the mighty War. 
(This was a Service he perform'd by Rote, 
And got the * Point that ſuited with his Coat) 
| | Vituleo then, two Sixes by his Side, | 
Came ruſhing forward with a manly Stride. 
Fabris as yet conceal'd his inward Pain, 
Duce Ace oppos'd, but oh! oppos'd in vain : 
Homeward three Paces mov'd, he ſingly ſtood, 
And ſtopt directly in Yitules's Road. 
| < This is my Pris'ner, Sir, Vitules cries, 
And if he meets me once again, he dies. 


* The Parſon's Point. 


M 3 Fabris 
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Fabris attempts to place him in the Field, 
And S:xes were his Buckler and his Shield. 
With thoſe, alas! he no Admittance found: 
'The Enemy began to ſeize the Ground. 

With Treys into an empty Space he ran, 
And got a Guard too for his Naked Man. 

Trois Ace for Fabris did Admittance gain, 

And he poſſeſs'd him of the homeward Plain. 
Duce Ace ſtept forth, and took him on the Pate; 
He falls a Victim to his adverſe Fate: 
And when he came again, he came too late. 
No Room for his untimely Quators now); 
Two Treys again purſu'd the fatal Blow, 
Filling a Space, and moving forwards too. 

Fabris attempts the Trenches once again; 


But Cirque and Quator made th' Attempt in vain : | 


Vituleo preſſes on with Cinque and Duce, 
And made the future Blows of little Uſe. 
This for a Rampart he deſign'd to keep, 
O'er which the nimbleſt Warrior could not leap. 
In Safety now the Olibe Squadrons move; 
In vain the Ethiopian Pris'ners ſtrove, 
In Number Three ; they could no farther go, 
Coop' d up within the Trenches of the Foe, 
The Friar almoſt did his Faith renounce, 
And loſt a triple Victory at once. 
Another Battle Fabris then demands ; 
But found that Fortune had forſook his Hands : 
Quite vanquiſh*d, he began to ſue for Peace; 
And ſtill Vitules's Triumphs did increaſe. 
A little Truce concludes th*unequal Fight, 
And this, like others, ended with the Night. 


e 


The 
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The Morn advanc'd, Vituleo was the ſame; 
And Fabris did the whole Creation blame: 
The ruder Paſſions to Expreſſion ſwell, 
And the poor faultleſs Dice are wiſt'd at H—ll. 
Oh ! had the Devil on this Method hit, 
To try the patient Man in Holy Writ; 
Satan had then ſucceeded in his Plot. 
Back-Gammon would have done, what he could not F 
Innumerable Battles then were fought ; 
Innumerable ViRories were got. 
Fabris was laviſh of his former Gains, 
And almoſt yielded up his whole Domains : 
Unable his ill Fortune to endure, 
Pawn'd the contingent Profits of his Care; 
The growing Copp'ces now were ſcarcely fafe, 
The Pig, the Gooſe, the Turkey, and the Calf; 
Made Stake of Things Abroad, and Things at Home, 
And ranſack'd ev'ry Corner of his Dome. 
At laſt, deſpairing, he himſelf addreſt 
To one more precious Corner than the reſt ; 
Advancing fly, with undiſcover'd Stealth, 
He mounts a Chimney, conſcious of his Wealth ; 
Plays the Mechanick in the duſty Scene, 
And with his Caſſocł ſweeps the Chimney clean. 
Now Crowns, and Guineas, and Piſtoles were taken 
Forth from the gloomy Trea/ury of Bacon ; 
Stor'd in the dark Receſſes of a Cleft, 
Both from himſelf ſecure, and Midnight Theft, 
The od'rous Place th' enfranchis'd Money ſhows, 
And is an Information to the Noſe. 
 Fituleo, ſtill victorious, gains the Spoil ; 
The Chimney can do nothing now, but boil. 
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The ſhining Tenants to Vituleo fled, 

The empty Sachel was in Triumph led, 
And, to new Offices converted, ftrives 

To clean his ſullied Table, and his Knives. 

So have I ſeen the nimble Eel diſgrac'd, 
And by a rude Barbarity uncas'd : 

The Meat made ready for the hungry Lip, 
And the tough Outſide dwindled to a Whip, 
Hung up, expos'd in mercenary Shops, 
The Sport of Boys, and Puniſhment of Tops. 

Now Heaps of antient Manuſcripts were brought, 
With which before the Pariſh had been taught. 
Your Do#rines I refuſe, Vituleo cry'd, 

And to accept a Pawn from Heaw'n deny'd. 
The Victor deem'd them an improper Stake, 
And ſpar'd the Paſtor for the People's Sake: 
Sav'd him the cruel Labour of his Skull, 

And many a quaint Epitome from Bull. 

Now ſlumbers Trllotſon in Duſt ſecure, 
Deſtin'd no new Tranſcriptions to endure ; 
Now Sander/on ſhall with his Confcience fleep, 
And Nelſon his own Holidays may keep. 

Fabris now ſmiles, on ſecond Thoughts, to find 
That all his petty Volumes were behind ; 
Rejoices in his undiminiſh'd Stock, 

And till retails em weekly to his Flock. 

But gueſs the Torments which he felt at Night, 
After the Shock of this difaftrous Fight ! 
With Dreams of Boxes and of Dice oppreſt, 
His Eyes knew none but interrupted Reſt: 
Duce Ace purſues him with repeated Spite, 
And 1s the Viſion of the tedious Night. 


To 
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To bear ill Luck was more than he could do, 
And be tormented with the Shadow too. 


From Side to Side he turn'd, and turn'd again: 


Words can't expreſs the Friar's anxious Pain. 
The dreadful Apparition of a Box 
His broken Slumbers ev'ry Moment mocks. 

Provok'd at laſt with this continu'd Scoff, 
He threw the Bed- clothes, and his Slumbers off: 
Down Stairs he hies, with unimagin'd Speed, 
Determin'd to perform a glorious Need. 
The Tables, the firſt Objects of his Ire, 
Were headlong thrown directly in the Fire: 
They crack'd, and fum'd, and ſparkled as they fir d, 
And mock'd the Paſſions they had once inſpur'd. 
And next the Dice, the chief Offenders, went, 
In Vice Companions, and in Puniſhment: 
By them to many a ſinful Word betray'd, 
He for Attonement a Burnt- Off ring made. 

As yet unſatisfy'd, the Boxes laſt 


Fe on the Flames with Indignation caſt: 


«© Go burn, go burn, ye Miniſters of Vice, 
« Andrattle, if you can, the calcin'd Dice 
The One ſoon yielded to the pow'rful Flame, 
And Duſt and Aſhes inſtantly became; 


The other, of a harder Subſtance form'd, 


Obey'd not, but inſtead of burning warm'd ; 
Of Braſs compos'd, no Alteration knew, 
But as it hotter than his Paſſion grew. 
This Box had waited oft on Fabr:s' ſelf, 
And many Years been Servant on the Shelf ; 
Contain'd a Spice immoderately warm, 
Which often does ſome Good, and often Harm, 


Fabris 
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Fabris, now recollecting what was beſt, 

The antient Service of his Box confeſs'd ; 
Himſelf for his Precipitation blames, 

And gravely takes it from the dying Flames. 
Reſplendent on the Cupboard now it ſhines, 
And does the wonted Office when he dines : 

Doomẽ' d juſtly to th'eternal Want of Dice, 

Is now confin'd to Pepper and to Spice. 

Fabris, thus cur'd of his long Thirſt of Game, 
And by his adverſe Fortune render'd tame, 
The Sunday after his ill Fate bemoan'd, 

And his bad Conduct in a Lecture own'd ; 

Put on Forbearance with his Sable Robe, 
And preach'd on the moſt patient Text in Jo . 
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FAIR COUNSELLOR : 


OR THE 


Young Lavpy's Cod pu cr after 
MARRIA GF. 


0D Morrow, my dear Olivia. 

5 ov. The like to you, dear Char- 
latte. Bleſs me ! how you're alter'd ! 
Al proteſt you're a perfect Beauty! 
Char. Fic, Fie, Olivia, you ſhould not rally your 
Friends. 

Oliv. I ſpeak my real Sentiments I aſſure you. 

Char. Perhaps my new Gown becomes me. You like 
the Fancy then? Tis the neweſt Faſhion. 

Oliv. Tis extreamly neat and pretty, and the Colour 
charms me. If I may be ſo free, Charlotte, Who made 
you this noble Preſent ? 


Char. From whom ſhould a virtuous Wife receive her 
Preſents but her Husband ? 


N | Oliv. 
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48 The FAik COUNSELLOR. 
Oliv. You are happy, Charitte ! Fortune has not ſo 


. \mil'd on me. wn 


Char. You don't repent, I hope, already ? 
Oliv. How ſhould T do otherwiſe. Charlotte, do but 


ſurvey me. Is this a Dreſs for a Lady? I am perfectly 
aſhamed, my Dear, to appear in Publick. Every Tradeſ- 
man's Daughter makes a better Figure. 

Char, The true Ornament of a Wife does not conſiſt, 
Okvia, in gaudy Dreſs; but in a modeſt Behaviour, and 
the Embelliſhments of the Mind. The looſe Town La- 
dies indeed may ſtudy every Art to attract the Admiration 


of Fools : But a virtuous married Woman is gay enough, 
if ſhe can pleaſe her Husband. 


Oliv. But my ungrateful Wreteh, though ſo very 
ſaving at Home, is laviſh enough Abroad. Drinking, 


Gaming, and Whoring are the Sum Total of his Ac- 
count. | 

Ghar. Huſh ; good Words Olivia“ 

Oliv. Tis no better nor worſe, Charlatte. And when 
after a long, tedious ExpeRtation on my Part, he reels 
Home between One and Two in the Morning, drunk as a 
Beaſt, he flings himſelf on the Bed, and entertains me 
either with the Muſick of his Snoring, or drowns me with 
a Flood of Claret ; not to ſay more. 

Char. Hold hold! you have been too open already, 
and faid too much. Give me leave to tell you, you de- 
grade yourſelf in expoſing your Husband's Frailties. 
Ov. Oh, Charlotte, he is a moſt intolerable Bedfel- 
low! 

Char. And what Reception do you give him when he 
comes Home in this Diſguiſe ? You ſcold, I preſume. 


Oliv. 


ö 
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Oliv.' Ay, you may depend on't. He finds I have not 
loſt my Tongue. 

Char. And is he ſilent at the ſame Time? 

Oliv. No, no, he ſwears like a Bully of Aſatia. 


Char. And does this Tongue-Battle never advance to 
Blows ? 


Ov. Once the Storm grew ſo high, that I did ex- 
pect them. 

Char. Indeed! 

Oliv. He brandiſh'd his Cane, and threatened me moſt 
violently. 

Char. Didn't you dread the 'Thunder ? 

Oliv. Not I truly ! I ſnatch'd up a Chair in my own 
Defence, and had he offer'd to touch me, he ſhould have 
felt the Weight of it. 

Char. A very pretty Shield I'll aſſure you, had you 
had but a Broom for a Launce ! 

Oliv. He ſhould have found me as ſtout as an Amazon. 


Char. Aſter all, Olwia, there is no Conduct in all this. 

Oliv. Don't tell me of Conduct. While he ceaſes to 
act as a Man, I ſhall never be perſuaded to regard him 
as a Husband. 

Char. Ay, but remember what St. Paul ſays, Wives 


be ſubjef to your Husbands with all Rewerence. St. Peter 


too propoſes Sarah, who called her Husband Lo R RD, as 

a perfect Pattern of Obedience. 

Oliv. You ſay right. But then that ſame Paul ſays, 
Husbands love your Wives. In ſhort, Charlotte, let him 
play his Part as he ought, I won't be deficient in mine. 

Char. But where Things are ſo circumſtantiated, that 
both can't bear the Sway, the Wife ought doubtleſs to 
ſubmit. But tell me, did he with-hold his Hand, or did 
he really ſtrike you ? 

N 2 Oliv. 
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Oliv. No; the Coward's Fears prevented him. 

Char. But ſtill I preſume you ſcolded on. 

Oliv. I did, you may take my Word for't. 

Char. And how did he behave himſelf inthe meanTime ? 
Oliv. Why, ſometimes he'd ſeem to be aſleep, ſome- 
times paſs by me with a careleſs Air, and diſregard what I 
had ſaid to him. Then again he would take down his 
old Baſs Viol, with ſcarce a whole String to it, and make 
ſuch a hideous Noiſe. 
Char. At which you grow impatient. 

Oliv. So far, that I could tear his Eyes out. 

Char. Olivia, Shall I be free with you ? 

Olw. As free as you pleaſe. 

Char. You ſhall take the ſame Liberty with me. And 
this Right I think we may juſtly claim, from the ſtrict 
Friendſhip which has from nen been preſerved in- 
violable between us. 

_ Oliv. Tis very true. And there is no one of my Ac- 
quaintance, PII affure you, that I fo ſincerely love and 
reſpect as yourſelf. 


Char. Know then, though your Husband proves never 
ſo unk ind or .indiſcreet, your State is unalterable, For- 
merly, indeed, upon a matrimonial Diſtaſte, the Thing 
call'd a Divorce was eafily procured, and all was in fatu 
guo. But Authority has long ago abrogated that Cuſtom. 
For better for worſe, till Death db us part, is now the fa: 
tal Sentence. 

Oliv. Our wiſe Maſters took a wrong Step when they 
aboliſh'd that Law. 

Char. Fie Olivia, fie, *twas the Will of Heav'n. 

Oliv. I can never believe it. 


. Char. Tis true tho'. The beſt Expedient therefore 
that « can at preſent be found, is to endeavour after a mutual 


Peace 
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Peace and Harmony ; to contend which ſhall be moſt 
conformable. 


Oliv. But ſhou'dn't I endeavour to being him to my 
Bow if I can. 

_ Char. ] can't tell what you call bringing him to your 
Bow); but I am fully perſuaded, the Husband's Extrava- 
gance is too often owing to the Wife's Indiſcretion. 

Oliv. It ſeems all Things go ſmoothly on between you 
and yours. | 

Char. A perfect Calm. 

Oliv. But was it always fair Weather from the Be- 
ginning ? 

Char. I can't fay ſo. Some little Clouds have hung 
over our Heads; though we never had what you may 
call aStorm. All Men have their Humours, and every 
Woman, Olwia, has her Failings ; which though they 
deſerve our Obſervation, ſhould never be the Objects of 
Our Contempt. 

Oliv. Very true. 


Char. It often happens that Affections grow cold be- 
tween Man and Wife before they well know one another. 
Be very circumſpect therefore in your Conduct at firſt, If 
once there is a mutual Diſtaſte, tis a difficult Matter to 
make up the Breach, eſpecially where the Quarrel ariſes 
to Reflections. A broken China Cup muſt never be 
moved when firſt tis glu'd. Let it ſtand till it is well 
dry'd, and it will be as ſtrong as any of the Set. All 
poſſible Care therefore ought to be taken by the married 
Couple, to confirm their firſt Union, and make it 
fix and ſettle ; and the beſt Means to attain this End, is 
a reſpectful Deportment, and complacent Endearments ; 
for the good Opinion Men have of us, when founded only 
on our Beauty, is feldom laſting. . 
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Ouv. Pray oblige me with your Art of Management. 

Char. Iwill; and let me recommend my Method to 
your Practice. 

Oliv. Do ſo: And I'II purſue it, if poſſibly I can. 

Char. 'There is no great Difficulty, if you are but 
willing. You're both young, and in a Manner newly 
married; ſo that it is not too late to begin. 

Oliv. That's very true. | 

Char. I'll tell you then. But pray mind me. 

Ohw. Moſt attentively. 

Char. My firſt Care was always to appear before my 
Husband innocently gay, and perfectly good-humour'd, 
I ſtudied his Temper and Inclinations; watched all his 
Motions, and obſerv'd what moſt pleaſed and moſt of- 
fended him. In ſhort, I took the ſame Methods as your 
Keepers do with your Elephants, and Lions, and other 
wild Creatures commutted to their Care, that are not to 
be tamed by Force. 

Oliv. My hopeful Bargain i 15 one of thoſe wild Ani- 
mals. 

Char. Why will you interrupt me? Pray let me go on. 
No Man of common Prudence will appear before an Ele- 
phant in White, or a Bull in Red, becauſe thoſe Colours 
are their natural Averſion, and make them outrageous. 
The Sound of a Drum or a Trumpet, I have heard, will 
ſo exaſperate the Tyger, that he'll tear himſelf to Pieces. 


Your Jockies, when they break their Horſes, ſpeak them 
fair, ſtroke down their Mains, clap them on their Necks, 
and practiſe ſeveral little Arts to make them gentle, and 
correct their vicious Habits. How much father ought we 
to ſtudy the Art of pleaſing our Husbands, to whoſe con- 
ſtant Society, good or bad, we are fatally confin'd for 
Life ? 

Oliu. 
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Oliv. Proceed. 

Char. Theſe Things premis'd, I ;nfinuated myſelf in- 
to his Favour, by avoiding every Thing that I thought 
would give him the leaſt Diſtaſte. 

Ohv. As how pray? 

Char. Firſt, In the Oeconomy of my Family (which in. 
deed is a Wife's peculiar Province) I took Care not only to 
have Things done, but done according to his Fancy, even 
in the moſt minute Circumſtances. For Example, ſuppoſe 
my Husband loved one Diſh more than another, dreſſed 
after this or that Manner, or his Furniture ranged after 
this or that Order, his Will was always my Law. 

Oliv. But could you be thus indulgent, Charlotte, to a 
Husband like mine, that's for- ever at the Tavern? 

Char. Give me leave to ſpeak, and I'll tell you. If 


I found my Husband indiſpoſed, or out of Temper, I 
never offered to divert him with wanton Smiles, or idle 


Jeſts, but put on a grave and ſerious Look, ſuitable to 
his own. As a true Glaſs always reflects the Image of the 
Perſon that looks in it; ſo ſhould a diſcreet Wife that of 
her Husband, whether exalted with Joy, or depreſs'd 
with Sorrow. If he happened to be angry, I either an- 


ſwered him in the ſofteſt Terms I could poſſibly conceive, 


or fat down in Silence till Reaſon had reſumed her Seat, 
and waited for a more favourable Opportunity for the Vin- 
dication of my Conduct. The ſame Methods I always 
took in Caſe he came Home in Drink. I entertained him 
with no Diſcourſe but what was gay and pleaſant, and by 
all the little innocent Arts of Love and fond Endearments 
decoyed him to his Bed. 

Oliv. Paſſive Obedience, and Non-Reſiſtance to every 
wayward Humour, Charlotte, is a hard Doctrine for us 
Wives who have ſottifſh Husbands. 
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Gar. As if there were not Faults on both Sides, and 
your Submiſſions were not mutual. We Women can put 
on our Airs ſometimes, and our Husbands are forced to 
give Way to them. There are proper Opportunities 
however for a Wife in a ſerious Way to expoſtulate with 
her Husband, in Affairs of Moment and Importance; 
but ſhe ought not, in my Opinion, to diſpute with him 
about Trifles. When ſhe finds him cool'd, and free from 
all perplexing Thoughts, then is the Time, in the moſt 
endearing Language, and with all the Calmneſs imagi- 
nable, to argue the Caſe with him, or rather to beg of 
him, that he would make his Health, Fortune, and 
Character, the Objects of his more ſerious Conſideration. 
Tho', as I ſaid before, ſuch Admonitions as theſe muſt 
be delivered in the ſofteft Terms, or they*ll never anſwer 
the End propoſed. I have often made a previous Apo- 
logy to introduce ſuch a Diſcourſe. I have asked mine, 
if he would not take it amiſs, ſhould one ſo unfit to di- 


rect as I am, preſume to offer my Advice, and think my- 


ſelf concerned for his Honour and Intereſt. But in all 


_ theſe Caſes I contrive to be as ſhort as poſſible; and as 


ſoon as I have declar'd my Mind, drop the Diſcourſe of 


my own Accord, and find out a Subject more entertain- 


ing. Our Sex, my Dear, are very apt to dwell too long 
upon ſuch tender Topicks, which moſt undoubtedly is a 
great Fault. But take this Caution along with you, that 
you never engage in any controyerſial Points with your 
Husband before Company, or complain Abroad of 
what's tranſacted at Home. A Quarrel, where there is 


no Eye-witneſs to it, is preſently decided: But in Caſes 


of Extremity, where the Provocations riſe too high, and 


are of too heinous a Nature for a Woman to conceal or 


bear with Patience, good Manners will oblige her to diſ- 
cloſe 
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cloſe the unhappy Secret to his Friends or Relations, 
rather than her own, and ſhew by her modeſt Com- 
plaint, that her Husband's Vice, and not his Perſon, is 
the Object of her Grief and Reſentment. 

Oliv. There are but few Women, Charlotte, now a- 
days, ſuch Stoick Philoſophers. 
Char. By ſuch a prudent Conduct, we lay our Huſ- 
bands under an indiſpenſable Obligation to treat us with 
equal Civility and Complaiſance. 

' Oliv. But all the Indulgence in the World will have 
no Influence over ſome Men. 
Char. J can't think ſo. But ſuppoſe tis Matter of 
Fact; confider, Child, you are ty'd for Life, and let 
your Husband be as chagrin as he will, *tis better to 
comply with his ill Uſage, or by fair Means to make it 
tolerable, than to live in one perpetual Storm. Sup- 
poſe I ſhould produce Examples of ſome Husbands, 
who have reclaim'd their Wives by this gentle Me- 
_: 

Oliv. My Spouſe won't make one of the Number, I 
am ſure. 
_ Char, There is an intimate Friend of mine, a very in- 
genious and accompliſh'd Gentleman, who marry'd, 
ſome few Years ago, a young Lady about ſixteen Years 
of Age : She had a rural Education only, and never 
faw the Town. My Friend was mighty fond of one 
bred up in artleſs Innocence, thinking he ſhould be 
able with leſs Trouble to form her to his Fancy. As 
ſoon as they were marry'd, he recommended Muſick 
and Dancing to her, as Accompliſhments abſolutely 
neceſſary, and very ſerviceable to her in her future Con- 
duct. As Miſs had been always indulg'd in Eaſe, was a 
Stranger to all refin'd Converſation, and had no Taſte 
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for any other Amuſement than romping amongſt her 
Father's Servants, ſhe foon grew tir'd with her new 
Maſter, prov'd very obſtinate and perverſe ; and when 
reminded of her Duty, would wiſh herſelf dead, and 
weep to Exceſs. When my young Gentleman found ſhe 


was not to be prevail'd on by Reaſon, and that ſhe had 


a natural Averſion to all Improvements, concealing 
his " Diflatisfaftion, he kindly invites her to ſpend a 
Summer at her Father's. This Motion, you may fup- 
poſe, was very chearfully comply'd with. Soon after 
their Arrival, my Friend takes an Opportunity to ride 
out with the Old Gentleman, and leave his Spouſe with 
her Mother and Siſſers. When they were in the Fields, 
and alone, he tells him the whole Story, and the real 
Occaſion of his Viſit: That he hop'd to have been 
perfectly happy in the Poſſeſſion of his Daughter, but 
that he met with an unexpected Diſappointment ; 
that ſhe was deaf to all Perſuaſions, forever in Tears, 
very reſtleſs, and making all that were round about her 
as uneaſy as herſelf; deſires him to interpoſe with his 
Fatherly Authority, and lend a helping Hand to her 
ſpeedy Reformation, Sir, ſays the Father, I have whol- 


ly reſign'd her to your Government; and if, after all 


your tendereſt Endearments, you ftill find her undutiful, 
you are welcome to take ſuch other Methods as you 
think moſt fit to force her Obedience. Sir, replies the 
Son-in-Law, I am not ignorant of my Power, but am 
very unwilling to put it in Execution. I love your Daugh - 
ter, and defire to have her brought to a Senſe of her 
Duty by your Parental Admonitions and Authority, and 
not by Frowns and ſevere Treatment. About a Day or 
two afterwards, the Father takes his Daughter into the 
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the Guilt of Ingratitude ; tells her, that tho' ſhe had ſo 
little Merit, he had procur'd her, with the greateſt Dif- 
ficulty, one of the beſt of Husbands ; that ſhe wasn't 
conſcious of her own Happineſs, and was unworthy to 
be his Servant ; that if ſhe perſiſted in her Rebellion, 
ſhe ſhould never ſee his Face again. Not to he tedious, 
the old Gentleman grew fo hot, that my Lady begyg'd 
Pardon for her paſt Offences, and faithfully promis'd a 
future Amendment. Hereupon the Father cools again, 
accepts of her Submiſſion, and aſſures her, as ſhe com- 
ply'd with her Promiſe, ſhe ſhould find his Favour and 


Indulgence. 
Oliv. I long methinks to hear the Concluſion. 


Char. On this they parted. The Girl returns to her + 


Husband's Chamber, finds him alone, asks Forgive- 
neſs in the moſt ſubmiflive Manner, and gives him 
repeated Aſſurances never to offend him more. He 
takes her in his Arms, falutes her, and engages to 
bury her ill Conduct in Oblivion on thoſe Condi- 
10Ns. 

g Oliv. But did ſhe keep them ? 

Char. With all the Exactneſs imaginable. Never 
was Woman more humble, during the Remainder of 
Life: Her Husband's leaſt Requeſt was obey'd with all 
the Readineſs and Pleaſure imaginable, Some Years after 
this ſhe publickly acknowledged her gcod Fortune in a 
Husband, and declar'd that of all Women ſhe had been 
moſt miſerable without him. 

Oliv. Such Husbands as theſe, Charlotte, I preſume 
are like your Comets, ſeen but once in an Age. 

Char, I'Il give you now another Inſtance of an Adven- 
ture that happen'd but lately here in 'Town, ==—But I 
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have dwelt too long upon this Subject already. I fear I 
have been troubleſome. 
Oliv. Not in the leaft ; my Dear, I could liſten to 
your Stories all Day long. Ill aſſure you I think them 
yery entertaining. 
Char. You are very obliging Olivia. There is a 
young Gentleman of no mean Birth or Fortune, (excuſe 
my concealing his Name) whoſe favourite Diverſion was 
Hunting. One Day, as he was warm in Purſuit of his 
Game, by Accident he met with a young Country Girl, 
very Poor, but a perfe& Beauty. 'The Gop of Love ſhot 
all his Fires into our Sportſman's Boſom at firſt Sight, 
He frequently paid his Viſits at her Mother's homely 
Cottage, which he prefer'd to a Palace. Diana was 
the Goddeſs he ſtill paid his publick Court to, but Ye - 
us was the ſecret Object of his Adoration. His Wife, 
a very diſcreet and accompliſh'd Lady, jealous of her 
Husband's frequent Abſence, in a ſhort Time diſcovers 
the whole Intrigue. She takes a proper Opportunity to 
ſurvey the Citadel of Love ; taſtes of their Drink, exa- 
mines into their daily Diet, and finds no tolerable Fur- 
niture, no Conveniences of Life, but all the viſible 
Marks of the loweſt Poverty and Diſtreſs. She returns 
Home, and in a Day or two after (in Pity and Com- 
fon to their unhappy Circumſtances) equips them with 
a Silk - Quilt, a Down- Bed, a Silver Tankard, 
Silver Spoons, Knives and Forks, and other uſe- 
ful Materials, and a curious cold Collation. Theſe 
ſhe delivers to the poor old Woman, with a ſmall Purſe 
of Guineas, to enable her, when ſhe ſaw the young 
Gentleman again, to give him a more genteel Recepti- 
on. She + rap to be the Lover's Siſter, and under 
that 
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that Notion leaves her. Some few Days after this Tranſ- 
action, the Husband ſteals out, and pays his Country 


Beauty another Viſit. He gazes round about him, is ſur- 


pris'd at the new Metamorphoſis, and enquires with 
Concern into the Cauſe of his unexpected, and formal 
Entertainment. A young Lady of Quality, they tell 
him, a Siſter of his, whoſe Name they knew not, had 
ſupply'd them with thoſe extraordinary Accommodations, 
and given expreſs Orders to treat him after a more re- 
ſpectful Faſhion. He fays little, but, upon mature De- 
liberation, concludes his Wife the Perſon he ſtands in- 
debted to for all theſe undeſerved Favours. At his Re- 
turn Home, he endeavours by artful and ſeemingly care- 
leſs Queſtions, to ſift out this important Truth. She in- 
genuouſly confeſſes all, and aſſures him ſhe thought it 
her Duty, when his Inclination led him to ſuch humble 
Amuſements, to take Care that his Reception ſhould 
be decent at leaſt, tho' not ſuitable to his Character or 
Fortune, 

Oliv. A mere patient Grizze/! . Had he been my 


Huſband, I ſhould have thought a Bed of Nettles too ſoft - 


for him. 

Char, Hear however the Concluſion, The young 
Rover, reflecting on his Wife's Generoſity, and his own 
Ingratitude, reſolves on an immediate Reformation, and 
becomes the moſt fond, moſt conſtant Huſband breath- 
ing. I preſume you know Sir George Airy. 

Oliv. Perfectly well. 

Char. He, you may remember, tho' a gay, fine young 
Gentleman, marry*d my Lady Autumn. Xs 

Oliv. Her Eſtate you mean. 

Char. You love to rally. —— Soon after Conſum- 
mation, kis Paſſion for my Lady, as ſhe was paſt her 

O Bloom, 
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Bloom, began viſibly to abate, and the fair young Lais 
became her powerful Rival. He made her frequent and 
open Viſits. In ſhort, he ſeldom ſupp'd or ſlept at Home. 
Let's hear, Olivia, how you would have ſhewn your 


Reſentment on this Occaſion. 


Oliv. Why, Pd have torn all the Hair off the young 


| Gipſy's Head, and have box'd my falſe Knight's Ears 
into the Bargain 


Char. Her Conduct, however, was juſt the Reverſe, 


he gives this Beauty a Invitation to her Houſe, and en- 


tertains her as her Boſom Friend, and faithful Companion. 


Thus, without any other Magick Charms, ſhe attraQts 
her Huſband from the Tavern. 


Oliv. For my Part, I'd die before I'd be my Hus- 


band's Pandar. 


Char. But of two Evils chuſe the leaſt, Olivia. Is 
it not more prudent, think you, to be thus ſubmiſſive, 
than by opprobrious Language to provoke him to be 
more extravagant, and lay the Foundation of an as cad 


ing Quarrel ? ? 


Oliv. Patience, Charlotte, is a Virtue, I own; but 
on ſuch an Account, I ſhould never be endu'd with 
It. 

Char I'll trouble you but with one Inſtance more, 
and then have done. There's a next Door Neighbour of 


ours, one Sir Toby Te, as honeſt, good-natur'd a Gentle- 


man as lives, but a little too ſanguine ſometimes, and 
indiſcreet in his Paſſion. Laſt Week, on ſome trivial 
Diſtaſte, he carry'd his Reſentment fo high as to cane 
my Lady, a Gentlewoman of the moſt mild, moſt ſweet 
Diſpoſition I ever knew. Unable to bear with Patience 
ſo groſs an Affront, ſhe immediately retires into her Clo- 
ſet, and vents her Sorrow in a Flood of Tears. Her 

Huſband 
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Huſband ſoon after follows her; and finding her in 
that diſconſolate Poſture, Madam, fays he, can't 


you bear to be ſpoken to, without crying like a Ba- 


by ? Sir, ſhe replies very diſcreetly, your Treatment 


has been very ungenerous, and deſerves a higher Reſent- 
ment. But I think 'tis more conſiſtent with your Ho- 
nour, and my Love, to bemoan my unhappy Fate in Si- 
lence, than expoſe you to the World by noiſy, tho? juſt 
Reflections. This ſhe utter d with ſuch an Air of Mo- 
deſty and Concern, as quite melted down her Huſband's 
Heart. He claſps her in his Arms, with ten thouſand 
endearing Proteſtations never to diſoblige her more. Nor 
did he to his dying Day. 

Gliv. My Huſband can promiſe, indeed, as well as 
the beſt of them all. 


Char. But not perform, Olivia, ha ! —— What then 


you are ſtill up in Arms ? 


Oliv. Ay, and ever ſhall be, I believe. Pr'ythee 
Charlotte, what wouldit thou have medo ? 

Char. Follow but my Advice, and if you prove un- 
ſucceſsful, I'll be your Slave for ever. Take care that 
your Houſe be neat and clean, and fit for his Reception, 
Let your Deportment be courteous and free, yet always 
within the Limits of that Reſpe& and Eſteem which is 


a Huſband's undoubted Right. Be not too talkative, nor 


yet too ſilent; too wanton, nor yet too coy. Let his 
Diet be well choſen, and well dreis'd, and provide that 
for the Generality which you think will gratify his Ap- 
petite moſt. Be frequent in your Invitations of ſuch 
Friends as you find he moſt regards. Receive them with 
Freedom and good Humour, and never be ſparing in 
your Entertainments. If he plays you a Tune on his 
Viol, do you return the Obligation with a Song. By 
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ſuch eaſy and innocent Methods as theſe, you'll ſoon re- 
claim him, make him- take Delight in his own Houle, 
and conſiderably retrench your Expences. 

Oliv. Should I follow your Scheme, I fear I ſhall 
never make a Convert of him. | 

Char. Try but the Experiment, and if. it fails, then. 
let me bear the Blame for ever. I'll go find your 
Huſband out, and give him his Leſſon. 

Oliv. You'll oblige me extremely. But I would not 
for the World be known to have a Hand in the Plot. 
Should he find it out, the Houſe would de too hot to 
hold us. 

Char. Pl play my Cards to the beil a ne- 
ver fear. I'Il order it fo, if poſlible, that he ſhall in- 
troduce the Diſcourſe himſelf, and give me the Detail of 
your unhappy Quarrels. I'll ſeem deſirous to wave the 
unwelcome Subject, and in a careleſs Manner tell a Lye 
or two for once in your Favour, and let him know with 
what Tenderneſs and Affection I have heard you mention 
his Name. 

Oliv. Succeſs attend you. 

Char. I don't queſtion it in the leaſt, if you'll but play 
your Part. Till to Morrow, Oliwia, Adieu, 

Oliv. Your Servant, dear Charlotte; Avitv. 
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Of the NaTurE of FaBLEs. 


ABLE is a Method of Inſtruction agree- 
ably conceal'd under the Allegory of an 
Action; a conciſe Epic Poem, that may 
eW without Reſtriction make its Choice in Na- 
ture of any 'Thing that ſuits its Humour beſt, for its De- 
ſign ; and even may conſtitute imaginary Actors. Ac- 
cording to this Idea, Fable has pleaſed in all Ages and 
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Countries whatſoever; and there are two natural Rea- 
ſons for its Succeſs : Self- love is ſoothed by Inſtrue- 


tion, and the Fancy employ'd by Allegory. 
Of the Truth which ought to be included in 


Fable. 


OME uſeful Truth muſt in the firſt Place be lock'd 

up in the Fable. A Fable without a Moral would, 
be unnatural and prepoſterous. Symbol is its very Eſ- 
ſence, and by Conſequence, it muſt carry along with it 
a more extenſive Senſe than its literal Conſtruction. 

This Truth ought to be inſtructive, and a Guide to 
our future Conduct. Fable is but Philoſophy in Maſ- 
querade, which drolls and is facetious, purely to gild the 
Moral it conceals, and is ever then moſt improving, when 
moſt gay and entertaining. A Train of Fictions thus 


conceived, diſpoſed in ſuch a pleaſing Light, might com- 


poſe a moral Treatiſe, for ought I know, much more 
valuable than the moſt artful and dire& Diſcourſe. The 
Definition of Virtue and Vice is a ſimple Speculation on- 
ly, and has little or no Influence over the Paſſions. To 
be told, that Liberality is the Medium between Avarice 
and Prodigality, is but a dry Information. Fable diſen- 
gages itſelf from theſe dogmatical Precepts ; and by 
painting Virtue and Vice in their proper Colours, creates 
in us an Eſteem for the one, and an Averſion to the o- 
other. 

A Fabuliſt ſhould diſdain all trivial vulgar Truths. 
*T would be a ridiculous Attempt to form a Fable to 
prove that Man is mortal ; but an acceptable Service, to 
remind us that our ub! is e and that the Grave 
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Of the Morality of Fable. 
TRUTH once choſe we muſt clothe it in Alle- 


ther at the Cloſe or Introduction to the Fable. Fable 
naturally begets Truth in the Minds of thoſe to whom 
tis told ; otherwiſe the Precept would be plain and ma- 
nifeſt, contrary to the very Notion of Allegory, which 
is ſuppoſed to conceal it. 

The Moral, in my Opinion, is more properly diſ- 
poſed at the End, than the Beginning of a Fable, If 
made the Introduction, the Pleaſure of the Allegory is 
in a great meaſure loſt. All the Reader has then to do, is 
to give a judgment of its juſt Invention; he hasn't the 


Honour to find out the hidden Beauties himſelf; and it 


is a ſort of an Affront to imagine that he could not make 
the Diſcovery. On the contrary, if 'tis reſerved to the 
Concluſion, the Fancy during the whole Fable has room 


to exert itſelf, and at the Cloſe is pleas'd to meet the 
Author, and takes it as an Obligation to be ftill further, 


informed. 
Of Images, 


HE Choice of an Image, under which a Truth 

ſhould be conceal'd, is conditional. It muſt be 
juſt ; that is to ſay, it muſt ſignify, without any Re- 
ſerve, that which we propoſe ſhould be implied. It muſt 
be one; that is to ſay, it muſt tend to one principal 
End. It muſt be natural; that is to ſay, it muſt be 
founded on Nature, or at leaſt upon common Opinion. 


An 


gory, which ſhould by no Means be diſplay'd ei- 
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An Image is unjuſt, when the Truth it would preſent 
us with is not clear and diſtin. It offends againſt U- 
nity, when all the Lines don't center in one certain 
Point of Sight. It is unnatural, when it bears no Pro- 
portion 1 to our common Ideas. 


Of the Actors of Fables. 


[ N regard to the Actors, Animals are the firſt that 
preſent themſelves before us. Some think they are 


the only eſſential Perſons, or at leaſt have the molt 


Right; and the Word, Fable, only revives their Idea 


of ſocial and converſing Brutes. 
It muſt be confeſs'd, that Animals in this Kind of 


Allegory are very proper Perſons. They are a Species 


ſo very near our own, that to reſemble us there is little 
elſe to do, but to indulge them with the Faculty of 


Speech. All their Actions have ſuch an Air of Diſcre- 


tion, that the Generality of Mankind have allowed them 
to be rational Creatures. 

When Animals a& with Truth, the Sentiments and 
Diſcourſe we put into their Mouths will ſeem ſo too. 
We imagine we have little elſe to do, but to tranſlate 
their Language; and that we only want to underſtand 
it, to confirm our Notion. But tho' Animals are ſuch very 
proper and convenient Actors, there is no Reaſon why 
they ſhould exclude all others. We may with Authority 
make uſe of ſuch as Z/op has done before us. We may, if 


we think proper, introduce the Gods, the Genii, or our- 
ſebves. We may endow all Animals and Plants with 
Speech. The Virtues and Fices: may be proper Actors. 


In ſhort, we may animate the whole Creation. If Ne- 
ceſſity requires it, the Fountain-head may make Com- 
plaints 
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plaints againſt the Stream; the File may ſmile at the 
Serpent ; the Earthen Veſſel and the Tron Pot converſe, 
and fail together down the Flood. 

Thoſe Actors that are ſeldom introduc'd, and are 
the moſt fantaſtick, grow natural, and juſtly are pre- 
ferr'd before all others; ſince they are moſt proper, 
either thro' their Conformity, or their Juſtice, to repre- 
lent the Truths they would reveal. Moreover this Va- 
riety gives us ample Room to alter our Images; leads 
the Imagination from one Object to another; whilſt the 
Mind moves from Truth to Truth. 


Of the Stile of Fable. 


and provided himſelf with proper Truths, Ima- 
ges, and Actors, his next Buſineſs is to execute his, Scheme 
with all the Graces 'twill admit of, and to beautify e- 
very particular Circumſtance and Sentiment his Tale will 
bear. The ſame Juſtice which ought to preſide over 
the principal Invention, ought to watch with an obſer- 
vant Eye over its Order and Diſpoſal, that the whole 
may be entirely Novel,and appear in due Proportion. "Tis 
not ſufficient[that every Part is in its proper Place ; it muſt 
have all the Symmetry and Graces, which in relation to 
the whole are conſiſtent with it : And *tis the peculiar 
Care alone of Circumſtances, that gives the Work a 
Sanction, and if I may be allow'd the Expreſſion, its 
laft Beauty. 

The Familiar is the general Stile of Fable. As Animals 
were her firſt Actors, Fabuliſts then thought they had 
ſufficiently qualified them, by putting Words into their 
Mouths, tho' never fo vulgar; and that it was abſolute- 


ly 


HEN an Author has once invented his Fable, | 
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ly neceſſary, that their Diſcourſe ſhould be as ſimple as 


their Actions. When other Characters were introduc'd, 


the Language ſtill was fix'd: This they religiouſly 
ſupported, and Fove himſelf, majeſtick as he was, was 
forc'd to acquieſce in this irrevocable Law. 

There was ſome Foundation indeed in Reaſon for this 
Conduct. The Familiar is much more inſinuating than 
the Sublime. The latter is the Language of Reflection 
and Study, the former the Dictates of immediate Thought. 
Againſt the one we ftand upon our Guard; but make 
no Defence againſt the other; and Inftruſtion will pre- 
vail upon us more, be more effectual, as ſhe ſeems leſs 
jealous. A compos'd Air and formal Dreſs make her 
but aukward and uneaſy. | 

But this familiar Stile, ſo requiſite. to Fable, ſtill re- 
tains her proper Elegance; and tho' this eaſy Air gives 
it its Character, there are hidden Beauties more difficult 
perhaps to be diſcern'd than any the Sablime can boaſt 
of. The Sublime is much more liable to give Offence. 
Things in an elevated Stile, are doubtleſs more conſpi- 
cuous, if our Choice is good: And yet upon that Choice 


alone, the Beauties of the Familiar all depend. Sub- 


lime Expreſſions, tho without Judgment choſen, often 
impoſe upon us, and ſeduce us; whereas the Familiar 
can affect us no way, but by its Merit and judicious Ap- 
plication. 

The Fabuliſt therefore ought to be extremely curious 


in his Diction, and his Turns. Under the Pretence of 
| Familiarity, he ſhouldn't ſtoop too low, and grow in- 


ſipid : But ſhould propoſe throughout the Whole to ſhine 
with native Wit, and take uncommon Pains not to ap- 


Thus 
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Thus the Familiar has different Degrees, according to- 


the Subjects, and the Actors it employs. Sometimes the 
Subject is repugnant to this Stile; if ſo, the Dictiom muſt 


be pompous. We muſt comply with Convenience; and 
Art confeſſes her the Judge of Rules. 


As an Author ſhould always make Choice of this fa- 


miliar witty Stile, ſo he ought always to adorn hig 


Tales with ſomething novel and jocoſe. He ſhould find 
out the Art of fixing the Mind intent. on the minuteſt 


Objects, not by pompous Ornament, but by gay ſpright- 


ly Scenes. 


One Species of the jocoſe Stile in Fable, is to transfer 


to Beaſts our moſt familiar Appellations, ſuch as Good- 
man Crow, Goſſip Fox, his Majeſty the Lion, and the 


like. Theſe wanton Terms aptly apply'd are copious 


and extenſive. As I apply to Beaſts theſe human Ap- 
pellations, ſo would T give them all that belongs to them. 
Theſe Species I call a Commonwealth, a numerous Aſ- 
ſembly, a Diet, a Senate; their different Inſtincts, 
Laws and Regulations. This witty Maſquerade, which 
no ways blinds our Knowledge, but only better repre- 
ſents us to ourſelves in them, ſtrikes all at once the 
Fancy, and ſhews under one Character the Brute We 
Man. 


Another Species of the Jocoſe is to compare gest 


Things with {mall. As for Inſtance. 


Tauo Cocks long liv'd fuorn Friends without Day; ; 
By chance a Pullet firutted by the Gate: 


War inſtantly enſues,. fierce Lightning flaſhes 
In both their Eyes. Thus Love laid Troy in Aſhes, 
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The Agreeable may be diſplay'd a thouſand Ways; 
but Deſcriptions are its favourite Employ. Theſe are 
proper Embelliſhments for Fable, and we may introduce 
them as often as the Subject will admit: Vet ſtill we 
muſtn't be too far tranſported, and let Deſcription run 
into Digreſſion. 
© Another Ornament is Reflection; which ſhould be 
made ſmart, with an Air of Authority; yet the Ex- 
preſſion ſhould be natural, and the Thought, the Reſult 
of the Subject. Thus Fontaine. 


PII bave a Husband, ſays the Nymph too bold, 
Shall be genteel, well ſhap'd, nor young, nor old; 
Of one too cold, of one tos warm afraid, 
T fleer the middle Courſe. ms Mark well the Maid © 


Theſe curſory Reflect ions, which run, if J may be al- 
low'd, to talk poetically, like the Nymphs o'er a Field 
of Corn withour depreſſing it, give no Pain to the Nar- 


ration ; nay, inſtead of being Interruptions, they are 
Beauties. Touches of this Nature throw ſolid Senſe 


into a Fable; they no ways obſcure the whole eſſential 
Truth, but {till add new, which as we read, well pleas'd 


we gather up, and as they come upon us unawares, wal 
ſtrike the Fancy ſtill the ſtronger. 


I could wiſh the Fabuliſt no more but this, dix. that 


he does Juſtice to his Sentiment, and always paints it 


in its plain and native Colours. I would diftinguiſh 
here between the Natural and Simple. The Natural 
comprehends Ideas more uncertain, is the Reverſe of 
what is ſtrain'd, and too far fetch'd; whereas the Sim- 
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ple is peculiar to Reflection, and regards the Sentiments 
alone. 

The Sublime, according to this Idea, may be ſimple. 
Old Horatius, when one, to excuſe the Conduct of his 
Son, ask'd, What would you have him do, when three 
oppos'd him? Anſwer'd, —— Die. This Anſwer is 
ſimple, becauſe tis the. abſolutely naked Expreſſion of 
the old Roman's Sentiment, who had rather that his Son 
ſhould die like a Man of Honour, than live and be 
a Coward, He does not give a direct Anſwer to the 
Queſtion; he only ſpeaks the Dictates of his Heart. 
There are more frequent Occaſions for this Siile in Fa- 
ble than any other Compoſition, and 'twas the Charac- 
ter of La Fontaine, that he never was without them. 


Of Imitation. 


I'S not by the ſervile Imitation of any favo”3 
rite Author, that we can attain the Art of di:- 
poſing theſe Beauties in the faireſt Light. Let us copy 
Nature as cloſely as we can; *tis ſhe alone gives Life 
and Beauty to an Original: But too few of our Moderns 
practiſe this Rule. When an Author now a- days pro- 
Poles to treat on any ſelect Subject, he firſt conſults 
thoſe who have excell'd on that Topick before him; 
and thro? a falſe Notion of Study, makes a Common- 
Place-book of their various Phraſes, their Diction and 
happy Turns. This is to give the Stile a formal gram- 


matical Caſt only, without duly reflecting, that this 


Stile is no more than a certain choice and regular Diſ- 
poſition of Ideas, the neceſſary Reſult of an Author's 


Manner of Conception. But he ought principally to 


have conſider'd the Character of the Mind, 2 9 — 
duc'd this Choice. 


P 2 A 


— 


—_— 


"4 
6 


2 > IL 


— . ILY TY as p — 4 x 7 * * 8 _ OY 1 A Ag A of LE [5 — 
1 = tho It 1 e 2 oF; _ n 


— * 322 


we "I" 8 


r rr 
1 3 e — 
188 A + 335 


e 

A fine Taſte is not attain'd by ſuch ſervile Obſerva- 
tions, ſuch trifling Practices; but is form'd by a long 
Habit of reading the beſt Authors ; as Politeneſs is by 
a frequent Converſation with Perſons of Merit and Di- 


ſtinction. We don't propoſe to copy exactly their par- 


ticular Airs; thoſe who ſtudy them alone, are at laſt 
only affected Fops, and the Objects of Ridicule ; but by 
the Dint of obſerving with delight the eaſy and genteel 
Manner of Addreſs, natural to Men of polite Education, 
this Accompliſhment may be acquir'd ; which is no more 
than a lively Notion of Decorum, which every one practi- 
ies according to his own Taſte, and the Character he bears · 
The Ambition of being what we are not, too often 
proves of fatal Conſequence ; by this unhappy Inclination, 
ſometimes, we neither are the Perſons we copy after, 
nor ourſelves. We diveſt ourſelves of our own proper 


Character, which by Study and Improvement might, it's 


poſſible, ſhine and have its Graces, when the Character 
we would put on uren an us, n mer 
deſignꝰd for us. 

My Notion therefore in ſhort is this, That when an fit 
chor is inclin'd' to write on any Topick whatever, he 
ought to have a juſt Idea of all the Beauties *twill admit 
of, to make them familiar to him, to be Maſter of them, 
to turn the Bent of his natural Genius that way,” and 
then purſue with Courage what he aims at, and ſcorn 
to be a ſervile Imitator. 

2 Theſe are in general my Notions of Fable. 1 could 
have ſwell'd the Account, and deſcended to Particulars, 
but I thought it was proper to reſerve ſome Work for 
the Reader, whoſe further Reflection may make this 


' Diſcourſe complete. I ſhall only add a ſuccinct Ac- 


count of the moſt celebrated . antient and 
modern. P 
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SOP ſtill is in Poſſeſſion of this Title, 
and without entering into the Diſpute 
whether there were any Writers in his 
Way before him, tis ſufficient that he 
brought Mythology to that Perfection, 


that hi Predeceſſors are all forgot, and the moſt beau- 
tiful Strokes in that Art, that ever appear'd, were 

drawn by, or were aſcrib'd to him. 
Thoſe who have given the World any Account of this 
_—— have enlarg'd upon the Deformities of h Per- 
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ſan. - There's the very Spirit of Fable in thei AY 


tions; andi it is very probable, -that his monſtrous Form 


is but an imaginary Picture; that they have drawn this 
homely Veil over his Wit and - Integrity of . to 
ſhew their Skill in Lights and Shadows. 

To purſue this Idea of him; there is no Doubt but his 
fitions. was an alle- 
gorical Cenſor, and drew his Pictures ſo exactly to the 
Life, that every one could find out his own. 

He pry'd into the different Conſtitutions of all Ani. 
mals, that his Symbols might be more harmonious and 
complete. He followed Nature fo cloſely, that I am in- 
clined to think ſome, under his Name, that are too far 
ſtrained and too whimſical, muſt be ſpurious. Theſe per- 
haps were ſome injudiciqus Preſents, though offered with 
Reſpect and good Deſign: They didewpt conſider *twas a 
Robbery, not an Addition to his Treaſure. | 

His Compoſitions are preciſe to a Fault; he parpoledy 
avoids deſcriptive Beauties, running, not gradually pro- 


Teeding to the Fact, thoughtleſs of the Mean between the 


Neceſſary and Unuſeful. In fine, Z/aþ was an humble 
Philoſopher, and adapted his Precepts to the meaneſt Ca- 
pacities ; he had a modeft Genius, turn'd — 1 — —— 


ment more rams 1 Devvention. 


PHEDRYUS. 1 0 


HAD RUS was a Slave as well as — He 
2 was made free too as well as he; but had the Bene 
fit of a ſuperior Education. He liv'd, when 
with an indulgent Maſter; | whilſt the other had probably 
| , him, but his natural Genius. The _ 
which 
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which the one had for Fable, was the Gift of Nature 
the other's, the Reſult of a laudable Emulation. Phadrus: 
was ambitious of being the Z/op of the Letins; as Virgil 
of being their Homer ; Terence, their Menander ; and Ho- 
race, their Pindar. 


As ſtudied more to improve Mankind, than to 


gain a Reputation: He is ſo modeſt, he gives us no Ac- 
count of himſelf. The Applauſe of future Ages ſeems the 
jeaſt of his Regard, and his Fables were never collected 
into a Volume till after his Deceaſe. 


Phedrus, on the other-hand, was determined to pub- | 


liſh his Works himſelf. There is a ſtudied Elegance runs 
through all his Fables ; and though he's very familiar 
and eaſy, he's very genteel, and his Numbers are ſmooth 
and muſical. Zfop, as I obſerved before, was a Philo- 
ſopher ; Phedrus, an Author. 

Phæarus ſeldom makes his Fables long; yet they are 
prolix, if compared with thoſe of Eb. There is a 
Beauty always attends his Brevity : He abounds in well- 
choſen Epithets ; compriſes a Deſcription ſometimes in 
the narrow Compaſs of a Word; and adorns his Tales 
with Beauties, wholly unknown to Zfop ; Beauties how- 
ever requiſite to Fable, whoſe chief End is Information. 
A dull, plain Allegory, after it is read, is never thought 
on more; whereas peculiar Graces return upon the Mind, 
and make a ſtrong and laſting Im preſſion. 

Phoidrus has taken the Liberty to introduce the Hiſtory 
of his own Times into ſome of his Fables. Fable he 
knew did not only conſiſt in Fiction, but in a Complica- 
tion of Adventures to confirm one fimple Truth. The 
Hiſtory then was metamorphofed to an Allegory, was 
looked upon no longer as a real Fact, but an Image only, 
and the Ground-work for ſome important Moral. 1 
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His greateſt Fault was making his Morals the Intro- 
duRtionsito: his Fables; and thoſe, ſoinetimes too . 
and foreign to the Story. . 

- However, let us do Juſtice to Eis Character: He wack 
beautiſied with Abundance of Judgment the Simplicity, 
of Z/op: His Elegance is ever entertaining; and within 
the Bounds of his Subjeft. But according to, the Idea. 
thus given of him, his Taſte was ſuperior to his Genius; 
he was always agreeable, a ſeldom N and "_ 
Flainnef leſs than Nature- 1 | 


PILPAL 


TL P A4T was for many Years Governor of Irde/- 

tan, under an arbitrary Prince: However, he was 
a Slave, though ſo advanced; for the Prime Miniſters in 
that Country are as much ſo, as the meaneſt Subject. 
Thus, we find, Slaves have been the Parents of Fable. 
. Pilpai's Fables were all political Precepts; a State 
Tract on the Laws of Þ:deſian. A certain King of Perſia, 
appriſed of his beautiful Performance, ſent proper Meſ- 
ſengers to buy up the Impreſſion, and ordered it to be 
tranſlated by his own Phyſician. The Arabians honour- 
ed him with their Tranſlation ; and to this Day the . 
ern World admire him. 


Honour'd as he is, 1 ſhould rather quote bins, as an 
Example of Defects, than as a Model worthy to be co- 


pied. His Fables too often tranſgreſs the Rules of juſ- 
tice, Unity, and Nature itſelf ; ſome contradict the o- 
thers; ſome, themſelves. His Animals make £ uch long, 
ſuch ſerious and profound Harangues, that their Charac- 
ters are loſt in the Diſcourſe: Sometimes he makes them 


guilty 


— _ i 
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 guiltyof Actions, which don't reſerable ours, but are pe- 
culiar to ourſelves :- Beſides, his Fables are all link'd to- 


gether, all confuſed. 

In ſhort, in ſome few Places Pilbai ſhines ; but for the 
Generality his Works are juvenile, tho ſerious ; ; tedious 
and dry, and full of Reflections; becauſe his Allegories 
are ſo contradictory, and offenſive to the Rules of Juſtice: 


LA FONTAINE. 


A Fontaine is E ſob, Phadrus and Pipai, all in 
a one. He has collected all the Beauties of the three, 
and like the Bee, ſtealing his Honey from a thouſand 
Flowers, has obliged the World with the moſt beautiful 
Collection France can boaſt of. 
The Narrations in his Tales indeed are no axteatibe; 
Which in regard to their Manner, are as conformable to 
Fable, as the Reverſe, in Point of Morals; and it looks, 
as if he deſigned by his inſtructive Fables to make At- 
tonement for his immodeſt Tales. 


nd engaging, than modeſt; for Modeſty implies Re- 


* His Thoughts were beautiful; his Sünplicity m. more ſoft 


flection: But every Action, Word, and Compoſition, 
How'd eaſy from the Abundance of his Heart. 


So much an Original as he is, he was as partial an Ad- 

mirer of the Antients, as if they were his Models. Bre- 
vity, ſays he, is the Soul of Fable. He gives no Reaſon 
for this Aſſertion; but as Quinrilian ſaid fo, tis ſufficient · 

In his Stile he has collected all the Beauties: In every 
Sentence he diſplays the Charms of the Agreeable and 
Gay. By his artful Management, he makes the Fami- 
liar elegant and new ; and to the Freedom of the Natural, 
adds the keen Satire of the Plain. He ſhews his Want 


of Judgment moſt in his Concluſions. $1 
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MzLzs1cxToNn and Proxinos: 
OR, THE | 


Oeconomiſts. 


llbia was a Native of Megaris, and a 
WY Gentleman of an illuſtrious Family in 
> Greece. When young, the heroic Actions 
of his Anceſtors took up all his Thoughts; 
and he gave early Demonſtrations of his Courage and 
Conduct, in ſeveral bold and hazardous Engagements; 
but as he was too fond of Grandeur, his high and expen- 
five Way of Living ſoon plung'd him into a Sea 
of Troubles. He was obliged to fly with his Wife Pro- 
Xin? to a Country-Seat an the Sea-ſhore, where they 
lived together in a profound Solitude, Proxinot was a 
Lady highly eſteemed for her Wit, Courage, and ſtate- 


ly 


= 
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Iy Deportment: Many, who were in much better Cir- 
cumſtances than Mel:fichton, made their Addreſſes to her 
on Account of her Birth and Beauty; but true Merit a- 
lone made him the Object of her Choice. Though their 
Virtue and Friendſhip were inviolable; tho' Hymen for 
many Years had never yok'd a happier Pair; yet their. 
mutual Fondneſs and Indulgence prov'd now but an Ag- 
gravation of their Sorrows. Melefichton could have borne 
with leſs Impatience the ſevereſt Frowns of Fortune had 
he ſuffer'd alone, without ſo tender a Partner as his 
Proxinoe : And Proxince with Concern obſerv'd, that 
her Preſence augmented the Pains of her Mele/ichton. 
Their ſole Comfort now aroſe from the Reflection that 
Heaven had bleſs'd them with two Children, beauteoug 
as the Graces : The Son's Name was Melibæus, and the 
Daughter's Pozmenis. Melibœus, tho* young, was very 
active, ſtrong, and. courageous ; in every Gentleman- 
like Exerciſe he excell'd all the neighbouring Youth. 
He rang'd around the Foreſts, and his Arrows were as 
fatal and unerring as thoſe of Apollo: However, the Arts 
and Sciences (thoſe Nobler Rays of Deity) were more 
the Objects of his Contemplation, than his Bow was his 
Diverſion. Mele/ichton, in his Retirement, laid before him 
all the Advantages of a liberal Education, and imprinted on 
his Mind betimes, the Love of Virtue and Good Manners. 
 Melibeus, in his Air and Mien, was unaffected, ſoft, 
and engaging; yet his Aſpect was noble, bold, and 
commanded Reſpect. His Father caſt his longing Eyes 
upon him, and wept over him with a paternal Fond- 
neſs. Potmenis was by the Mother inſtructed with equa] 
Care, in all the various Arts with which the Goddeſs 
Minerva has oblig d Mankind; and to thoſe curious Ac- 
3 were added We, Charms of Muſick : Or- 


Pbeus 
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pheus never ſung, or touch'd his Lyre more ſoftly than 
Pot menis. At firſt Sight ſhe appeared like the young 
Goddeſs Diana, juſt riſen from her native floating Iſland. 
Her ſilver Treſſes were tied with a careleſs Air behind; 
whilit ſome few Hairs, unconfined, play'd about her I- 
vory Neck at the Breath of every gentle Zephyr. Her 
Dreſs was a thin looſe Gown, tuck'd up with a Girdle, 
that ſhe might move with greater Freedom. Without 
the Advantage of Dreſs, no Nymph was ever ſo beauti- 
ful, ſo free from Pride, ſo little conſcious of her 


own Charms. She was never fo vain or curious, as 


to examine her Features in any tranſparent Stream, 
The Conduct and Oeconomy of the Family was her 
whole Employment. But Melzfichter, whoſe Thoughts 
were ever dark and gloomy, whoſe Hopes of a Return 
from his State of Baniſhment were now all loft, ſought 


every Opportunity to be alone. The Sight of Proxince 
and his Children now aggravated his Sorrows: He would 


oſten ſteal out to the Sea-ſhore at the Foot of a large 


Rock, full of tremendous Caverns; and there a while 
bemoan his wayward Fate: From thence repair to a thick 


ſhady Vale, where (even at Mid-day) Sun-beam never 


entered. There would he fit on the Margin of a purling 
Stream, and ruminate on all his Ills. Soft downy Sleep 
neꝰ er cloſed his weary Eye-lids ; his Words all terminated 


in Sighs ; old Age before his Time had furrowed all his 


Face ; in ſhort, he grew negligent of Life, and ſunk un- 
der the Weight of his Misfortunes. | 4 
One Day as he was reclin'd on a Bank in his favourite 
ſolitary Vale, tir tird and fatigu'd with Thought, he fell 
aſleep ; and in a Dream he ſaw the Goddeſs Ceres, 


crowned with golden Sheaves, who approach'd him mth 
an Air of Majeſty and Sweetneſs. Why, Melefichton 


cc ſaid 


. 
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« ſaid ſhe, art thou thus inconſolable ? Why art thou 
“ thus o'erwhelm'd with thy Misfortunes ? Alas! replied 


« he, I am abandon'd by my Friends; my Eſtate is all 


4e loſt; Law-Suits and my Creditors for ever perplex 


« me; the Thoughts of my Birth, and the Figure I 


« have made in the World, are all Aggravations of my 
« Miſery : And to tug at the Oar, like a Galley-Slave, 
ce for a bare Subſiſtence, is an Act too mean, and W 
« my Spirit never can comply with.“ 

« Does then Nobility, replied the Goddeſs, conſiſt in 
cc the Affluence of Fortune? No, Meltſichton; but in 
ce the heroic Imitation of thy virtuous Anceſtors. - The 
« juſt Man only is truly noble. Nature is ſufficed with 
& a little: Enjoy that little with the Sweat of thy 
6 Brow : Live free from Dependance, and no Man will 
de be nobler than thyſeif. Luxury and falſe Ambition 
cc are the Ruin of Mankind. If thou want'ſt the Convenien- 
« cies of Life, who ſhould better ſupply thee than thyſelf > 
« Art thou terrify'd at the Thoughts of attaining 
e them by the ſevereſt Induſtry and Application? 

She ſaid; and immediately preſented him with a gol- 
den Plough-Share, and an Horn of Plenty. Bacchus 
next appear'd, crown'd with Ivy, graſping his Th in 
his Hand, attended by Par playing on his rural Pipe, 
whilſt the Fauns and Satyrs danc'd to the melodious Mu- 
ſick. Pomona next advanc'd, laden with Fruits; and Fhra 
dreſt in all her gayeſt, ſweeteſt Flowers. In ſhort, all the 
Rural Deities caſt a favourable Eye on Adelefichton. 


He wak'd, fully convinced of the Application and moral 
Uſe he ought to make of this celeſtial Dream. A Dawn of 
Comfort all on a ſudden ſhot through his Soul, and he found 
new Inclinations riſe to the Labours of the Plain. He 
communicated his Dream with Pleaſure to the fair 
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Proxinoz, who rejoiced with him, and approv'd of his 
Interpretation. The next Day they leſſened their Re- 
tinue; the Valet and Waiting-woman were immediately 
diſcharged, and all their Equipage and Grandeur at once 
reſign d. Proxinoce with Poemenis ſpun whilſt they tend- 
ed their Sheep, and at convenient Hours weaved their 
own Cloth, and Stuffs, and cut out and contrived every 
Thing to the beſt Advantage for themſelves and the reſt 
of the Family. All their fine Needleworks (in which 
Minerva herſelf could never be more curious) were now 
no more regarded; and the glaring Tent was reſign'd for 
the more advantageous Diſtaff. Their daily Proviſions 
were the Product of their own Ground, and dreſs'd with 
their own Hands. They milk'd their own Kine, which 
now began to ſupply them with Plenty. They purchaſed 
-nothing without Doors. Every 'Thing was got ready 
with Decency, and without Hurry. 'Their Food was 
ſubſtantial, plain, and natural, and enjoyed with a true 
Reliſh, which is . from Temperance and . 
Labour. 


In this rural Manner they lived, and ay ie 
was neat and decent round about them : All the coſtly 
Tapeſtry was diſpoſed of ; yet the Walls were perfectly 
White, and no Part of the Houſe either dirty or in Diſor- 
der; none of their Goods were in the leaſt ſoil'd with Duſt. 
The Beds, tho' not of Down, were clean, and proper 
for Repoſe. The very Furniture of the Kitchen (which 
you ſhall ſeldom find in great Families) was as bright as 
Silver; nothing ſtood out of its proper Place. At Times 
of publick Entertainment Proxinc? made the beſt of Pa. 
try. She kept Bees, whoſe Honey was ſweeter than 
that which trickled from the Trunks of Oaks, that grew 
in-the , Her Cows made her willing Pre- 

ſents 
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ſents of large flowing Bowls of Milk. Her Garden was 
plentifully ſtor'd with Variety of Plants, for Service and 
Delight, in their proper Seaſon ; and by her peculiar In- 
duſtry and Skill, ſhe was the firſt of all her Neighbours, 
that could produce them in Perfection: Her Collection 
of Flowers too was very curious; Part of which ſhe fold» 


after ſhe had reſerved a ſufficient Quantity for the Orna- 


ment of her Houſe. Pozmenis trod in the Steps of her 
induſtrious Mother ; ſhe was ever chearful at her Work, 
and. ſung as ſhe went along to pen her Sheep. No Neigh - 
bour's Flock could rival her's ; no contagious Diſtemper, 
norav*nous Wolves durſt ever approach them ; her tender 
Lambkins dance upon the Plains to her melodious Notes, 
whilſt all the Echoes round about with Pleaſure repeat the 
dying Sounds. 

Melefichton till'd his own Grounds, drove his own 
Plough, ſow'd his Seed, and reap'd his Harveſt with his 
own Hand, He is now fully convinc'd that the Hul- 
bandman's Life is leſs laborious, far more innocent and 
advantageous than. the Soldier's. No ſooner had hg 
cock*d and got in his Hay; but Ceres, with her yel. 
low Fruits, invited him to the Field, and with large In- 
tereſt repaid the Debt ſhe owed him. Soon after Bacchus 
ſupply'd him with Nectar, worthy the Table of the Gods. 
Minerva too complimented him with the Fruit of her fa- 
vourite, falutary Tree. Winter was the Seaſon for Re- 
poſe, when all the Family, met together, were innocently 
gay, and thankful to the Gods for all their harmleſs un- 
ambitious Pleaſures : They eat no Fleſh, but at their Sa- 
crifices ; and their Cattle never died, but on their Altars. 

Mezlibzus was thoughtful and ſedate beyond his Years. 
He took on himſelf the whole Care and Management of 
the larger Cattle ; he hew'd down large Oaks in the Fo- 
| Qz reſts ; 
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reſts ; dug Aqueducts for the more commodious wat*ring 
the Meadows, and with indefatigable Induſtry would 
eaſe his Father. His Diverſions at proper Seaſons, were 


Hunting and Courſing, with the young Gentlemen his 
- Neighbours ; or improving himſelf in his Studies, of 
which Mel:/ichton had laid the ſolid Foundation. 


In a little Time Melefichtor, by a Life thus led in Sim- 
Plicity and Innocence, was in better Circumſtances than 
at firſt: His Houſe was ftor'd with all the Convenien- 


cies of Life; tho' there was nothing in it uſeleſs or ſu- 
perfluous. The Company he kept, for the moſt Part, 


was within the Compaſs of his own Family: They liv'd 
together in perſect Love and Harmony, and contributed 
to each other's Happineſs: They lived far from Court, 
where Pleaſures bear ſo high a Price: Their Enjoyments 
were ſweet, innocent, eaſy to be attained, and attended 
with no Dangers in the Purſuit. Melibœus and Potmenis 
were thus brought up and inured to rural Labours : Thus 
their former Characters ſerved only to inſpire them with 


greater Courage, and make them eaſy under the Frowns 


of Fortune. The Encreaſe of their Stock introduced no 
new and luxurious Courſe of Life. Their Diet was ſtill as 
frugal as before, and their Induſtry continued with e- 


qual Vigour. Melefichton's Friends now preſs'd him, 
| (fince Fortune once again had proved propitious) to re- 


ſume his former Poſt, and ſhine again in the buſy 
World. To whom he reply'd, * Shall I again give 
% way to Pride and Extravagance, that were the fatal 
* Cauſe of all my Misfortunes ; or ſpend my future Days 
& in rural Labours, which have not only made me rich 


again, but, what is more, compleatly happy? 


To 
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To conclude ; One Day he took a Tour to his old ſoli_ 
tary Shade, where Ceres had thus kindly directed his 
Conduct in a Dream, and repoſed himſelf on the verdant 
Graſs, with as much Serenity of Mind, as before with 
Confuſion and Deſpair. There he ſlept again; again 
the Goddeſs Ceres in the like friendly Manner approach'd, 
and thus addreſs'd him. True Nobility, Melefichton» 
*« conſiſts in receiving no Favours from any one, and 
„ beſtowing them with a liberal Hand on all. Have 
« your Dependance on Nothing but the fruitful Boſom 
of the Earth, and the Works of your own Hands. 
« Never reſign that for Luxury and Empty Shew, 
4 which is the natural and inexhauſtible Fountain of 
true Happineſs. 
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And in their Way the Ring Sun confeſs. 


GRANDEUR no True Hayeinsss : 
OR THE 
Pleaſures of Retirement. 


* — 


From S E VE CA. 


—_ 


HE Silver Moon, and all her Starry 

W2 Trin, N WIE 

No longer now their borrow'd Light 
„ 2 

Night turns her ſable Chariot to give way 

To the more bright, more glorious Dawn of Day. 


Wiſh'd Morning's come; and now the lab'ring Swains 
| Rouſe from their homely Huts, and fills the Plains. 


Now on thedewy Hills the Lambiins graze, 


And the young Heifer round the Paſture plays. 


'The chearful Birds are now! upon the Wing, 
And as they fly their amorous Deſcants fing. 
In tuneful Notes t. eir new-born Joys expreſs, 


The 
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The greedy Fiber, with a pleaſing Pain, oy 
Stands near ſome murmuring Brook when, — in 0 
C5 win z 5 


Vet baits his unſucceſsful Hook again. 

Lucky at laſt he ſeizes on his Prey, 

And wonders at the Fortune of the Day. 

Early the Foxwler ſpreads his artful Nets, 

And round his Toils a warbling Concert ſets ; 

Whoſe well-known Strains the Feather'd Choir allure, 
Crown his Deceit, and make his Game ſecure. 

Tusk are the harmleſs Paſtimes of the Swain, 
That's bleſt with Peace, and undiſturb'd with Pain: 
Whoſe humble Cottage and luxuriant Field, 

(Life's greateſt Blefling) true Contentment yield. 
Whilſt anxious Care the Courtier's Boſom burns, 
And Hopes and Fears torment his Soul by turns ; 
Like Whirlwinds penetrate thro' every Part, 
And ſearch the inmoſt Secrets of his Heart. 

Here, One on ſome High Pri, or Peer attends, 
With a Petition for himſelf, or Friends : 

Now here, now there, from Place to Place is toſt, 
And yet at laſt perhaps his Labour's loſt. 
A Miſer there, regardleſs of the Pain, | 8 


* 


Or Danger, ventures thro' the Liguid Main, 
And ſearches both the Indies to augment his Gain. 
Never contented ſtill he graſps at more, 
And ' midſt his Plenty lives for ever poor. 
Here, a fond Fool, that's bloated with Applau ſe, 
Beſtow'd by greater Fool. without a Cauſe, 
Grows ſtrait imperious, thinks their Praiſes juſt, 
And in the Whirl of vain Ambitzor's loſt. 
There, the brib'd Gown/man for his Client pleads, 
And laughs at 7 ufice if his Cauſe ſucceeds. 

But 


90 Grandeur no True Happineſs. 
But Few are Tu v (alas! the Number's few } 


Who true Content, true Happine/5 purſue : 


'The longeſt Life's but an extended Span, 
And the World's greater Half, neer riſe to Man. 
Be then advis'd, the certain Now improve, 
And ſeize the various Pleaſures of the Grove. 
With your ſhrill Horns by Break of Day prepare 
To rouſe the ſubtle Fox, or timorous Hare; 
Or range for Fearber d Game theſhady Woods; 
Or draw with your fallacions Nets the Floods. 
And when the Sun is in the Ocean ſet, | 
Let ſprightly Joys your harmleſs Sports complete. 
To ſome indulgent Syfkunnr Maid repair; 
The Sylvan Maids are generous as they're fair: 
When at their Feet the ſuppliant Lover lies, 
They meet his Paſſion with conſenting Eyes: 
With gentle Smiles his amorous Sighs reward, 
For Truth and Innocence are all their Guard. 
Let others fondly pay their Court to Fame, 
And ſlave to purchaſe an Heroic Name : 
Let others in triumphant Chariots ride, 

And facrifice their precious Peace to Pride: 
Grant me, ye Pow'rs, an humble, rural Scat, 
Free from the Noiſe and Hurry of the Great; 
Where I with Pleaſure, tho? obſcure, may dwell : 
Rick DisconTEenT i but a GTokious HELL. 


THE 
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Dod and the SHA DO w. 


Written in the Mad Vear, 17 20. 


N Days of Yore, a Farmer's Doo 
(To uſe fam'd Z/op's AroLocus) 
Took a ſly Tour around his Kitchen, 
(As Joan her tatter d Gown was ſtitching, 
And Fohn was buſy ſitting nigh her, 
Telling Love-Stories at the Fire) 
And ſquinted, Ea, Weſt, North, and South, 
To find out ſomething for the Mouth: 
And in the Pantry, on a Hook, 
He ſpy'd a Leg of Mutton ſtuck. 
This, this muſt be the lucky Minute, 
Or elſe, quoth he, Old Nick is in it. 
So up he mounts on his Fore-Paws, 
And gripes the Joint between his Jaws. 

But now I've got, thinks he, my Booty, 
(Leſt Joan ſhould ſcold, or John ſhould ſhoot me) 
For Preſervation's Sake, tis better 
To Dine To-day a-croſs the Water. 


9 The Dog and the Shadow. 


Now here tis proper to be noted, 
That Towzer's Maſter's Houſe was  moted : 
So in he jumps with his T32-Bir, 
. 

The fam'd Leander couldn't more 
Deſire to land on Hero's Shore. 

But as the Moat was ſmooth and clear, 
And gilt with Szn-Beams here and there, 
The Shadew of his new-got Prive 
Preſents itſelf before his Eyes. 

Bleſs me, quoth he, here's aokle Luck 1 | 
Here's Profit |. here's Encreaſe of STo ck ! 
Here's Cent per Cent got in a Trice : 

This STocx-JoBBiNG's a rare Device 
He faid, — And at the Shadow ſnaps ; 
And down the Leg of Mutton drops: 
Too late he finds what he has done, 
And ſees at once his Dinner gone. 
Speechleſs a while the Pur r ſtood, 
And lowr'd on the deceitful Fuad. 

But at the laſt, all drown'd in Tears, 

He curs'd his Fate, and ſhook his Ears. 


MORAL 


War ever Gubli6 Dar & bit? 
Had ever Was Le jo little Wit, 
J ixvolve himſelf in ſo much Trouble, 


For a meer Sua now, @ meer BUBBLE 'Y 
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THE 


PROCLAMATION: 
FR 
CANTAT A. 
RECITATIVE. 


ROM the immortal Realms above, 

All drown'd i in Tears, the Queen of Love 
On Earth deſcends, in hopes to find 
Her vagrant Son "amongſt Mankind. . 
Thro' Paphos Streets ſhe frantic flies, 4 
And thus her little Rambler o 1Es. 


Air, Oh ! Say, ye Men of Paphos, aa 

( And eaſe my anxious Care ) 

Saw ye my Cupid paſs this Way ? 
Aas] he's la, I fear. 

The generous Swain that ſhall reveal 
here the young Wand"rer 7s, 

Shall have from Venus the Reward 
Of a tranſporting K1ls. 


» 
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Rec. Amidſt the Numbers numberleſs, 
That ſaw, and pity'd her Diſtreſs, 
The gay Alexis ſoon appear'd, 
And thus the mournful Gopps ss chear'd. 


Air. No more, fair Queen, his Abſence moan, 
Your Sighs and Tears give ver ; 
The Gop of Love is very ſafe, 


Ad from all Harms ſecure. 


Here, here, the little Tyrant plays, 
And revels in my Heart ; 
Encircled with a thouſand Flames, 


Aud many a pointed Dart. 3 


Rec. At this Joy dances in her Eyes, 


And in her Cheeks new Charms ariſe. 


With Tranſport he the Queen ſurveys, 
And, fond of her ſoft Promiſe, ſays, 


Air. Now, beauteous GopDess, on your Swain 
Beſftow the proffer'd Kiſs; 

Or let it come from Chloe's Lips, 
And ſo augment his Bliſs. 


} 
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CUPID and the B E E. 
4a . 
CA N N A K 4. 


Rec. S on a ſultry Summer's Day, 
The God of Love went out to play; 
A wanton Bee was on the Wing, 
And touch'd the STR1PLING with his Sting, 
Soon as he felt the raging Pain; 
He thus to V E N US did complain. 


Air, See, Mamma, ſee, how I do fell! 

See, how the Blood does ſtart: 

Oh! I can never, never bear 
The aching, raging Smart. 

A little Dragon round me fla, 
Then fettÞ d on my Breaft ; 

His fatal Sting «vith Fury drew, 

And robb'd me of my Reſt. 


Rec. The Queen of Beauty, when ſhe found 
There was no Danger in the Wound; 
Found that his Pain was almoſt gone; 
Thus with a Smile addreſs'd.her Son. 
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96 Cori and the BEE. 
Air. DF facha Little Animal 4 
Can wvex my Cupid ſo; 3 
If but a Bee can wound thee thus, 
"Think what thy Sting can do. 
O! think, my pretty little Boy, 
How raging is the Smart, 
Which the poor, {lighted Lover feels, 
When you N his Heart. 


JUPITER and DAA E. 


OR, THE 


' " 


POWER of GOLD. 
A CANTAT A. 


HEN Heaw'n's gay God eſſay d to move 
The chaſte, coy Danae to love, 

A thouſand artful Ways Tales he told; 

But nothing pleaſed, he found, like G © L D. 
Therefore (reſolv d to win the Maid) 

He chang'd t' a Golden Show'r, and ſaid: 


Rec. 


Air. O Lovely Charmer, beauteous Maid, 
See, humbly at thy Feet PO V E tres ! 

Thy mortal Charms tranſport him more 
Than all the Beauties of the Skies. 


\ See, 


JuriTER and DANAE. 
See, Fair-one, all this Yellow Flood 
To thee PII give, if thoult comply. 
O] do not to a ſuppliant GOD 
His wwiſh'd-for Happineſ5 deny. 


Rec. The pleaſant Proſpect look'd fo gay, 


*Twou'd Chaſtity herſelf betray : 
Her Virtue ſoon began to nod, 


And thus the Maid beſpoke the G OD. 
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Air. No more ſball Danae to ] O VE, 


Prove like a Veſtal cold: | 
The Shafts of Lo v E reſiſtleſs are, 
W, ben Ty with — Gs. 


ATG 8 0 IAY 
ENU S in TEARS, 


FOR THE 
DEATH of Aponis. 
A ARES TT £&. 


Rec. 8 Beauty's Goddeſs chanc'd to rove 


Around her fav'rite ſhady Grove; 


Surpriz'd, a while ſhe ſpeechleſs ſtood, _ 
To find the Graſs all ftain'd with Blood. 


R 2 But 


98 Venus in Trans. 
But when ſhe caſt her Eyes around, 5 
And ſaw Adonis on the Ground, 


Saw his deep, ghaſtly, gaping Wound; 
With hideous Cries ſhe fill'd the Air, 


J And thus expreſs'd her deep Deſpair. 

| Air. Ab! dear Adonis, level Boy, 

ö Ay SouPs Delight, my only F oy! 

q Since Thee untimely Fate has ſlain : 

q ( Gould I) bow freely would I die! 
1 And to thy parted Spirit fly ! 

1 For IMMORTALITY's A Pain. 
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1 E T H E 

| A orecable M ISTAKE: 

1 OR 

j „EN US Diſcarded. 

1 ACA TAL A. 

1 Rer. 111 N a ſhady pleaſant Grove, 

1 By Na ture form'd alone for Love, 
Aſleep the fair Ophelia laid, 


While fanning Cup:ds round her play'd. 
The 


AcrEEABLE MISTAKE. 99 
The God of War the Virgin ſpies, 
And ſwiftly through the Gxorto flies. 
The ruſtling Noiſe her Slumbers broke, 
And thus the & O D the Maid beſpoke. 


Air. Riſe, Beauteous Cytharæa, riſe, 

This Happy Hour improve ; 

While Vulcan and his ſmutty Train 
Are forging Bolts for JO VE: 

Let us beneath the Shade lie down, 
And there renew our Flame ; 

Let us, poſſeſs'd of preſent Js 
wt ba our former 4 


Rec. O bela trembl'd when the heard : 
This am'rous Pray'r to her preferr'd ;- 
And, like a Virgin, free from Stain, 
Repuls'd her Lover with Diſdain. 
The GOD, unus'd to be deny'd, 
In moving Accents thus reply'd. 


Air, Why, lovely Charmer, doft thou flop, 
The rapid Current of my Foy ? 
Oh! whence praceeds, this ſudden Change? 
Venus ne er ud to be ſo coy. - 


Rec. Ophelia ſtill maintam'd the Field, 
And modeſtly refus'd to yield; 
Still ſtrove, and ſtruggl'd to be gone, 
And fain would from his Arms have run: 
Tho? proud to be ſo cloſe purſu'd, 
And thought a Venus by a 60D. 
A thouſand Ways fond Mars eſſay d 


|  T'6foken the relenth/s Maid: 
R 3 With 


a” 


100 AcREEABLE Mrs TAR E. 

With many à Sigh he told his Pain; a 

Tho' S:ghs and Tears, they ſay, will move, 

And paſs for Eloguence in Love. X 
At laſt the am'rous God of War. 

(Unable ſuch Repulſe to bear) 

Reſolv'd by Dint of Force to gain 

What he by Art had ſought in vain. 

Then, like a Soldier, ſeiz'd his Bliſs, + 

And raviſh'd from the Fair a K 1 s s. 

The G O all over Tranſport, ſwore 

Venus ne'er charm'd him fo before. 

But when more cloſely he ſurvey'd | - 

This mortal Beauty, BRITISH Main, » 8 

Well pleas'd with bis Miftake, he ſaid: 


Air. Henceforth, fair Nymph; will Ino more 
1 Be Sport for all the Skies ; 
l But thy ſuperior Charms adore, 
And Venus, th Lov E‘ Queen, deſpiſe. 


APOL- 
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APOLLO and DAPH NE. 
AN 


E PI G ANA M 


Aol Y Deareſt Daphne, charming Maid, 


Ah! eaſe my amorous Pain: 
Can'ſt thou the God of Day reject, 


And let him ſue in vain. 


Daph. I ſcorn thee, tho' a GO D thou art; 
Offenſive is thy Light : 
Perhaps, thy Suit I might have heard, 
Had'ſ thou been God of Night. 


THE 


Y k, > ” — n 2 f 7 2 4. * — N 4 %\ * 4 
AGES, 2 2 - © i - 1 wh - 
r e 1 9 


OR, THE 
DOATING SW AIM. 
7 8 A "FR | 

Musicar INTERLUDE. 
SCENE, A Grove. 
Enter Strephon, Myrtillo, and Menalcas. 
STREPHON. 
RISE, 
Oh! _ God of Sheep; ; 
My Eyes 
In thy ſoft Bondage keep, 
And eaſe my lab'ring Heart 


Of all her Pains, and all her Smart. 
All alone, 
I weep and moan ; 
For oh! my Siluia's gone. 
Thou alone, 
Canſt eaſe my Moan, 
Now lovely Silvia's gone. 
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Myrt. Bring here thy pow' rful magic Wand, 
Thy Aid we do implore. 


Oh ! Eaſe the Shepberd's tortur'd Mind, 
And let him Sigh no more. 


Faſt tho' thy Chains do hold him, 
Yet then he will be free 
From the racking, 
Ever waking 
Pangs that have enthrall'd 7 


And Cupid's Tyranny. 


Chor. Faſt the) thy Chains, &c. 
[Morpheus riſes balf Alecp. 


Mor. 77 gentle Swains, my Aid invoking, 
 , Your faithful Friendſhip I approve, 
In peaceful Slumbers Dreams provoking, 
T reward young Strephon's Love. 


Strep, Tho' within thy ſoft Bonds I would lie, 
Let my Fancy ftill frolickſome play; 
Vnconfin'd let her rove, 

And the Nymph that I love 
To my Eyes let the Mimick convey 
If I loſe the dear Object I die. 
Mor, Her lovely Image ſoon Dll ſend 
Her Beauties all diſplaying, 
A Thouſand Cupids ſhall attend, 
And in her Eyes be playing. 
Mor- 
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[Morpheus waves. his Wand over Strephon's Head, 
and deſcends while Strephon falls aſleep. 


Men. Oh ! Faxer, now, 
Oh ! wakeful Maia, 
Enquire below, 


Thro' Sleep's waſte Shade 
For the fair Nymph the S dai has loſt : 
If Sylvia there 


Thou canſt not find, 
Yet bring ſome Fair 
To eaſe his Mind, AS 
That may reſemble Sy, moſt. 


Art. But if no Draught be treaſured there 


Of One ſo fair; 
Let Fancy ſhew 
Her Art, and paint her all anew, 
From each GoppzEss ſteal a Grace; 
Let her be her Maſter-Piece; 
Not Fancy's ſelf can Sylvia's Charms out-do, 


Men. If all her Art ſhall not avail, 
(Nor ſhall I wonder if ſhe fail) 
To draw a Piece of ſo much Eminence, 
- Let her content with Strenbon reſt, 
Till ſhe beholds his waking Breaſt; 
She'll find her Image never ſtray from thence, 
Chor. Let her content, &c. 
N [Strephon ode "A 
Strep. 
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Strep. | Falſe God away, 
And re-aſſume thy dull Pow'r; 
See thou betray 
AA no more. 


All Attempts forbear 
To delude my Care : 
E're I loſe my dear Charmer again, 
No Shep will I take, 
But for ever I'll wake, 
Such Pita ſure attends the Pain. 


Chor. No more, ye Swains, c more employ 
Dull Morpheus“ Power to eaſe your Pain; 
The abſent Lover's darling Foy 
Is ftil] to wake, and ſtill complain. 


1 


AT, THE | 
. © bk 
MT 4 
Ei ron ani ifs, 

In the County of SURrR ty, 


(Plealantly fituated between Richmondand Hampton-Cour!) 
1 0 SIE S 


Are Boarded and Taught al ſorts of Needle-Works : As 
alſo the Exgliſb and French Languages, Muſick, Dan- 
cing, Writing, Arithmetick, and all other Female Ac- 

_ compliſhments, at Five Guineas ber Quarter, 


By Mrs. MART HA BELLAM x, 
(Who was Governeſs for ſeveral Years of the late Sch 
in Boſwel-Court, near Temple-Bar, Loxpo ON) | 
AND BY 


PROPER ASSISTANTS. 
N. B. A French Teacher reſides in the Houſe. 


At Mr. WOOD's SCH O O ., 
in St. Eamund s- Bury, in the County of Suffo/k, 
Younc LADIES are boarded, and carefully in- 

ſtructed in all Sorts of Needle-work, and the Ergh/þ 
Language, for Three Guineas per Quarter; bringing, at 
firſt Admiſſion, one Pair of new Sheets, Six Napkins, 
Six Towels,” and a Silver Spoon; or in Money, One 
Guinea anda Half: Likewiſe, Muſick, Dancing, Writ- 
ing, and Arithmetick, with all other Branches of a gen- 
teel Education, are there taught at very Reaſonable 


Rates. 
P and Hannan Woop. 


* 


N. B. SUBSCRIPTIONS are taken in for this, and the two 
ſubſequent Volumes, and Propoſals deliver'd out, by the 
Perſons above-named : As alſo, by Mr. Joun Woop, 

alrite; he County of Suffolk. 
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